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IN MEMORIAM 

{LATE DUKE OF ALBANY). 

Husk the loud revel, cease the bitter strife, 
For one brief hour let friend and foe unite 

To mourn a loved and loving soul, whose life 
No cloud could darken, and no sorrow blight. 

Thrice through the conflict of surviving pain 

He travelled — broken — to the verge of death ; 
But thrice redeemed, his youth returned again 
With nobler virtues living in his breath. 

It seems but yesterday we heard his voice, 
But now a nation weeps around his bier, 

And mourns the remnant of her worthy choice, 
A brief— but not inglorious career. 

Moved and ennobled by that grand unrest, 
Which ever labours and aspires to give 

An impulse t'ward the noblest and the best, 
Nor ever tires to teach men how to live. 

A little while — we saw his virtues flow, 

And heard how much of honour he had won ; 

A little while — his glory ceased to glow, 
His life seems incomplete, and yet 'tis done. 

The rush, the conflict of earth's ceaseless strife 
For him has now for ever passed away, 

The morning of his fair, great-promise life 
Has broadened to the light of perfect day. 

And when upon his shrine of princely worth 
A nation learns to look with reverend gaze, 

E'en through the travail of decay's rude birth, 
His name shall live, and thi shall be his praise- 

Of kingly birth— of high and l fty aim — 
Yet with us in our daily life he trod ; 

His country's glory, this shall be his Fame- 
He loved its people and rtver'd its God. 
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PREFACE 



TO 

THE SECOND EDITION. 



It is the realisation of one of my highest hopes, 
to comply with a demand for a second edition 
of this my first volume of poems so recently 
published. 

With such a testimony in its favour, together 
with others through the public and the press, I 
have every reason to be gratified, though the poem 
which gives its title to the volume has scarcely 
perhaps received the attention that I had been 
given to anticipate. 

The period of history with which the story is 
connected is a highly important one, the overthrow 
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of Mahomedan power in Western Europe being 
probably the greatest event in modern history 
since the fall of the Roman Empire. 

In the shorter poems I have not scrupled to 
take advantage of some of the criticisms with 
which I have been favoured, and I trust that in 
its amended and revised form the volume may 
prove still more acceptable to those to whom its 
pages may appeal. 

The Author. 

Nottingham : May 1884. 
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ONLY A FLOWER. 

I KNOW not why, but I opened a book 

Which had lain unopened for years, 
And scann'd its pages with careless look, 

For my eyes were bedewed with tears ; 
But as I o'erturned each unread page, 

I chanced on a flower to stray, 
Which winged my thoughts on a pilgrimage 

To the time when I stored it away. 

Only a flower — a little thing — 

Withered and pale as an autumn leaf, 
Yet from decay what memories spring, 

And burden the soul with a weight of grief! 
Only a flower — withered and dry — 

And yet it has not lived in vain ; 
Beauties there are which never die, 

And fade but to bloom in the heart again. 
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I remember well 't was a festive night, 

The last pale eve of a waning year, 
And friends were gathered with carols bright 

To hail the dawn of another year ; 
And amongst them one, a little child, 

The sculptured image of beauty's birth, 
And I thought, as she played and sadly smiled, 

That child was the sweetest thing on earth. 

Some brought me presents costly and rare, 

But she was poor, and had nought to bring 
Save the flower which lay before me there, 

All drooped, and pale, and quivering. 
I see her now with an innocent blush 

Upon her cheeks as she near me crept ; 
I see once more the hot tears gush 

As she silently turned away and wept. 

Why did the tear-drops start ? Ah ! why ? 

I know not if it were not this — 
She felt the happy moments fly, 

And wept for joy in that hour of bliss. 



ONLY A FLOWER. 



When o'er life's cloudless dawn there falls 
The shadow of regrets and pain, 

How welcome is each joy which calls 
The sufferer back to hope again ! 

So young, and yet the weight of grief 

Already chased her tender years ; 
The orphan felt the fresh green leaf 

Of childhood droop beneath its tears ; 
And ere she grew, the burden lay 

Too heavy on that fond young heart ; 
Angels beckoned her soul away 

Where love's pure friendships never part. 
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WEEP NOT FOR ME. 

Weep not for me ; let thy sad tears 

Bedew a worthier breast than mine ; 
I cannot see thy tender years 

Harrow'd with feelings that repine. 
Since we can ne'er united be, 

'T were best for each that we should part ; 
Strive to forget my worth to thee, 

And tear my image from thy heart. 

Weep not for me, but let the past 

Fade like the memory of a dream, 
Whose sweet-robed visions could not last, 

Nor life's vain hopes its joys redeem. 
Since I can ne'er be as thou art, 

'T were better far to be alone 
Than link thy lot with one-whose heart, 

Once tender, now has callous grown. 
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Weep not for me : I, who have loved 

And lingered at love's shrine in vain, 
May not gaze on thy tears unmoved, 

Nor see the past unearthed again, 
Without recalling from their source 

The hopes of which I drank too deep, 
And feel once more my heart's remorse 

Awakened from its feverish sleep. 

Weep not for me, with tears which speak 

Of sterner bonds than friendship's ties, 
Nor from my tearless sorrows seek 

A promise which my heart denies, 
But with affection's wreath entwined 

Where love's pure passions ceaseless burn, 
Love on, hope on, and thou shalt find 

A heart that shall thy love return. 

Weep not for me ; e'en though I go, 
My thoughts shall wander oft to thee, 

And ever bright this thought shall glow — 
I have been loved and loved by thee. 



WEEP NOT FOR ME. 



Farewell ; let not this last adieu 
Embittered by sad partings be ; 

Keep for some heart less stern, more true, 
The love thou bearest unto me. 
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I HEARD A VOICE. 

I HEARD a voice at sunset 

Arise from a merry throng 
Of children's voices, ringing 

With innocent mirth and song. 
'T was a child's voice light and joyous, 

Affection unbridled — free — 
Flow'd through each thought and action, 

None were so happy as he. 

I heard a voice at twilight, 

When the sun was sinking low, 
Swell from a village choir, 

Till the music seemed to flow 
Through my soul with heavenly beauties, 

Which cannot linger in vain ; 
But though years roll on, I never 

Shall hear its echoes again. 
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For I saw that face at midnight, 

Pale as dim clouds of snow, 
I heard a faint voice quivering 

With accents feeble and low ; 
And ere morning's songs awakened 

Creation's beauteous birth, 
The soul of the child I worshipped 

Had pass'd from the things of earth. 
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THE UNKNOWN SOLDIER'S GRAVE. 

COLD on the deep untrodden snow 

A wounded soldier lay ; 
Life's flickering embers faint and low, 
Becalmed, like the sea in sunset's glow, 

Were fading fast away. 

Feebly he struggled to defeat 
The tempest's rude embrace, 

For keenly still the icy sleet, 

Unchallenged, swept with vigorous beat 
O'er his wan, hueless face. 

The strife of agony and pain 

Still lingered on his brow ; 
His feeble voice arose in vain, 
Alone he lay on the frozen plain, 

' None heard his dying vow. 
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Alone and sad, his footsteps far 

Had wandered from the camp ; 
Hushed were the clarion strains of war, 
Faintly a light as evening's star 
Fell from his flickering lamp. 

But swifter far than eagle's flight, 

Keen through the wreathing snow, 
Unchallenged in that hour of night, 
Death's burden came with chilling blight, 
And laid the warrior low, 

'T was a random shot some coward slave 

From the enemy's hidden lines, 
Had fired amid the hosts of the brave, 
To avenge a comrade in the grave, 
For whom his soul repines. 

Still through the tempest's angry fray 

With pale and steady glow, 
There gleamed a light with welcome ray, 
For by his side the pale lamp lay, 
Half-buried in the snow. 
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He mused not of the battle won, 

Of glory, honour, fame ; 
Life's ebbing tide had nearly run, 
The hallow'd calm of duty done 

Brightened life's quivering flame. 

He heeded not the storm's rude hand, 

He scarcely felt its power, 
But far away in his native land, 
O'er foaming waves and glittering sand, 

He saw — in that dying hour — 

A cloudless night his home reveal 
Where the winding Ural stray'd, 
He saw his wife and children kneel, 
And, like sweet chimes that softly steal, 
He heard them as they pray'd. 

Like angel anthems sweet and clear 

Descending to the earth, 
Their voices pierced the midnight drear ; 
His soul responded with a tear, 

Then rose to holier birth. 
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When the snow had fled, some peasants found 

Him near a lonely cave, 
And there upon the sacred ground 
A rude stone marks the rough-hewn mound, 

' The unknown soldier's grave.' 
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THERE WAS A TIME. 

There was a time — yet would my soul rebel, 
And, wavering, turn aside, forbear to tell 
Of years it harrows memory to recall, 
Whose stricken image tells how great the fall 
Youth, hopes, and all life's beauties have sustained, 
Now steeped in darkness where ambition reigned ; 
My pride would stifle and subdue the moan 
That tells what I was then, and now am grown. 
But why conceal the past ? I will confess ; 
Though none may pity, some may hate me less, 
And at my sufferings may exult — despise — 
Yet in despising me may learn to rise. 

There was a time when Eden's beauties smiled 
O'er childhood's visions by no sins beguiled, 
Years when the heart's desires, unbridled, free, 
Wild as the waves and restless as the sea, 
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Wandered wherever pleasures seemed to flow, 
Unknown to aught that rends or wounds with 

woe ; 
Years whose stern changes wrought no change of 

joys, 
When toil and labour were but childhood's toys 
Enjoyed in fitful moods, then tossed aside, 
Forgotten, amid pleasure's wayward tide ; 
Life knew no burden of time's fleeting hours, 
And speech was but the language of sweet flow'rs, 
The air was filled with music, and the throng 
Of voices were the echoes of its song ; 
Stranger and friend alike were welcome guests ; 
I knew not of the pangs which rend the breasts 
Of sterner years ; conflict, and pain, and strife 
Lived not nor hovered near that transient life ; 
Affection sealed the bond of peace and bliss, 
Hailing love's sacrifice with sacred kiss ; 
Rending each thought which dared to dream of 

hate, 
Each word and deed proclaimed love's high estate ; 
Sheltered beneath affection's gentle wing, 
Life seemed to glide through an eternal spring. 
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It soothes sometimes in sorrow to recall 

A time when first we loved, and, loved by all, 

Did cherish hopes — worthy the loftiest soul 

Which lives to God, and heeds no other goal ; 

And now, e'en though a desert intervenes, 

Withering life through all its varying scenes 

Of folly, passion, fame, revenge, and hate, 

I turn unto the past, but turn too late 

To be redeemed, for the undying past 

Lives ever to ennoble or to blast, 

And I the curse inherit ; one by one 

Its riven beauties fade till all are gone, 

Coldly their memories on my vision fall ; 

Things that once charmed, allured me, now appal. 

There was a time when childhood's innocence 
Oft sought an altar undefiled, from whence 
The soul might rise unchallenged, and receive 
The laurell'd wreath that young hearts fondly weave 
In fancy's triumph at the shrine of fame, 
And plant a flower to reap a glorious name, 
The theme of history and minstrels' lays, 
Whose glories shall command a nation's praise ; 
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Far through the lapse of years there gleams a light, 
To which the soul through visions wings its flight ; 
Amid applauding hosts we grasp the prize, 
Living in dreams what sterner life denies ; 
Baffling each foe of hoary time, we scale 
The distant heights where bolder brows grow pale. 
Youth is all glory — age the second birth 
Of vain repinings and unwelcomed worth. 
But life's avenging blasts have swept away 
The kingly hopes which held unchallenged sway 
Within my breast, and gathering years have spread 
A gloom through which my spirit fears to tread ; 
Life's sunshine quivers in the gathered gloom, 
And childhood's flow'rs lie fading on death's tomb ; 
No more their hallowed fragrance scents the air ; 
But yet the heart desires to linger there, 
Eager to grasp each flower that revives, 
And cherish hope if but one bloom survives. 

There was a time which I must e'en recall, 
E'en though its memory harrows most of all, 
A time which I would bury, fain forget ; 
Though blighted not with shame, pangs of regret 
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Rekindle — fire the visionary past, 

And probe again the wounds whose sores did 

blast 
A life till then unknown to hatred's birth, 
Till then, linked by a thousand bonds to earth. 
There was a time which still doth o'er me steal, 
When the first flood of youth's impassioned zeal 
Gushed like a mountain torrent from its source, 
And rose and swelled o'er an ungoverned course 
Trackless and wild, till it confused my life 
And broke its calm into eternal strife ; 
'T was the first kindlings of life's sterner years, 
When childhood is subdued, and hopes and fears 
Wrestle with doubt : far from earth's busy throng 
The hallowed strains of love's first holy song 
Enthral the soul, and rear within the breast 
A temple where youth worships though unblest ; 
And I had felt the music of a soul 
With untold sweetness through my being roll, 
The heart's mysterious longings through the past 
Of "childhood's visions come to life at last, 
And love rejoiced — the love of passion pure^ 
Which teaches hearts to suffer and endure, 

C 
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Not the false love of fickleness and change, 
But a consuming fire — unearthly, strange, 
Which did inhabit every nerve and thought, 
Consuming life in love as summer's drought. 
Earth seemed a desert, and her soul a fount 
Whereat to quench affection's thirst and mount 
Above the tide of suffering, dismay, 
And shattered lives whose wrecks around me 

lay; 
But as I gazed and felt the restless dart 
Of love replying to my lonely heart, 
I saw affliction's chastening clouds alight, 
And veil the beauty sorrow could not blight ; 
There, where my soul had lingered in its spring, 
And felt affection fan its drooping wing, 
I saw her mirror'd brightness melt away 
As night subdues the light of parting day ; 
Her youth, so full of that sweet life which lives 
The loveliness its presence ever gives, 
Oppress'd with pains, and broken, paler grew, 
Until the subtle shroud of death's cold dew 
Embraced her dreamy brow with chilly blight, 
And wreathed life — hope — in one unending night. 
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There was a time when first I stood upon 
The bridge of life, whose arches one by one 
Lay stretched before me steeped in clouds of night, 
I looked — but looked in vain — no star nor light 
Was there to guide my footsteps, nor inspire 
My lukewarm soul with loftier desire. 
The heedless crowds press'd on ; I stood alone, 
Nor mingled with them, for the world had grown 
A dreary wilderness, and human forms 
Seemed but the tumult of contending storms. 
They knew not my heart's bitterness, they smiled ; 
I felt my soul's afflictions, mocked, reviled, 
And in that evil hour, my brain o'erwrought 
With violent emotions, came the thought, 
Hell-born — is this the herd of suffering mankind 
For whose redemption toils the lofty mind ? 
Content to live and languish, steeped in vice 
Unworthy they of the soul's sacrifice. 
And musing thus, strange thoughts would o'er me 

steal, 
I felt — and yet it harrows to reveal — 
The elements of scorn and hate combined 
In one great passion to despise mankind, 
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To loathe, spurn, hate their offspring, and to sever 
Communion from their common lot for ever. 
Thus have I lived in conflict strange with earth, 
Mocking its sufferings, exulting in the birth 
Of every sound which echoed human woe, 
Hailing with joy each desolating foe. 
But now the strife is o'er ; death and despair 
Torture my soul, deride my burning prayer. 
I mocked the world, but baffled in return, 
I feel the world has mocked me, and I burn 
To crush the memory of a venomed past, 
'T is vain — it lives, and will live to the last. 

Alas ! what am I now — what have I been ? 

How changed the world has grown ! Each fleeting 

scene 
Reflects my image, tells me that I live, 
Demands of me a tribute — and I give 
Nought but the remnant of a worn-out fettered life, 
Whose soul has sown adversity and reaped its strife. 

My blood less freely courses through my veins ; 
I struggle, fettered, bound by unseen chains, 
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Which mock my feeble efforts and deride 

My power, once exulting in its pride ; 

My nerveless quivering hands and heaving breath 

Are the swift heralds of approaching death, 

I feel life slipping from me ; I am old 

Before the season when the blood runs cold ; 

My back is bent, but not with failing years ; 

My cheeks are furrowed deeply— not with tears, 

I live — dull life — and sleep beside the grave, 

While few are near, and none are near to save. 

The sun of life is faint and sinking low, 

To my last earthly resting-place I go, 

Fiew, few will weep for me ; helpless, alone, 

I sink, I fall, poor, friendless, and unknown. 
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Night descends : ere stars awaken, 

Far away thy steps will be, 
Far away — yet still unshaken 

In my thoughts, I'll think of thee. 

Even though the weight of sadness 
Rends the thought with pangs of woe, 

I shall ne'er forget — 't were madness 
To bid memory cease to flow. 

Bonds of pity, bound, united 

With a bond of deeper tie, 
Link my soul to thee, though blighted 

With regrets which ne'er can die. 

I have heard thy laughter pealing, 
But the mirth betray'd a heart 
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Far away from revels stealing — 
Why so oft do tear-drops start ? 

Thou hast borne a yoke of sorrow, 
Which has crushed thy tender years ; 

Darker dawned each dreary morrow, 
But the world despised thy tears. 

Some deride thee, though they know not 

What thy bitter lot has been ; 
Some more cruel, knowing, care not, 

And thy guilt alone is seen. 

Hopeless, friendless, and forsaken, 

Left to tread the world alone, 
Health and pride and prospects shaken, 

Though the fault was not thine own'. 

Proud, though fallen — bound, yet free — 
Orphan, though thy parents live, 

Living, yet in life forsake thee, 
Crushing hopes which they should give. 
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Vainly has each fond endeavour 

Sought with mirth to drown thy woe ; 

Pleasures, joys alone, can never 
Vanquish vices as they flow. 

Yet beneath them I discover 

Virtues, which if friendship's glow 

Beamed upon them would recover 
Life's fair image, stricken low. 

Hast thou ne'er sought some communion- 
One on whom thy soul could lean, 

And reposing find sweet union, 
Create beauties now unseen ? 

Alas ! methinks I see thee weeping ; 

Thou hast sought but never found, 
Ever sowing, ever reaping, 

On some barren, fruitless ground ; 

For, amid life's storms and changes, 
None were near thy soul to guide ; 

But amongst thy home of strangers, 
Thou mayst find what home denied. 
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Thou art gone ; by all forsaken, 

Thou forsakest in return ; 
But will absence e'er awaken 

In thy breast the thoughts which burn ? 

Wheresoe'er thy footsteps wander, 

Thither shall my spirit flee, 
And in sad remembrance ponder 

O'er thy lonely destiny. 

And if thou no more returnest, 
Wilt thou cease to think of me ? 

I would help thee, but thou spurnest 
Aught that breathes of charity. 

Yet accept this humble token, 

All that now remains to give ; 
Keep, preserve it, and unbroken 

In its fervent spirit live. 
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ASSASSINATION OF THE CZAR. 

COMPOSED ON THE OCCASION OP THE ASSASSINATION 
OF ALEXANDER II., CZAR OF RUSSIA, AT MID-DAY, 
SUNDAY, MARCH 13, l88l. 

There is a land of snow-clad heights where Free- 
dom's voice is hush'd, 

And liberty's fair flower droops, by stern oppression 
crush'd ; 

But from the height where once it bloomed its 
fragrance softly fell, 

And bade the gloomy hearts beneath for liberty to 
swell. 1 

But as they seek to climb the steep ascent, and 
grasp the flower, 

Some barrier checks at every step the egress of 
their power, 

1 This refers to the emancipation of serfs. 
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And every hope seems withered, lost amid the 

dreary gloom, 
For every step the victors gain is on another's 

tomb. 



The snows of winter's Sabbath morn oppress'd the 

leaves of spring, 
As countless sleepers from that rest which toil and 

pleasures bring, 
Awoke — but ah ! revenge lay couched beneath 

that hallow'd morn, 
The calm that whispered 'Peace' embraced the 

breath of traitor's scorn ; 
For now a sea of discontent like rolling waves had 

spread, 
And vowed vengeance in despair against a kingly 

head, 
Alas ! how vain the hopes that seek by blood to 

turn aside 
The tyranny that cripples right and mocks at 

freedom's tide. 
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The sun of winter's Sabbath morn glanced from a 

drooping sky, 
As through the silent streets the Czar swept with 

an escort by ; 
The sacred strains of holy chants still echoed in 

his ear, 
Glad hymns of joy and praise that seemed to quell 

his secret fear ; 
Devotion's priest and saintly shrine still lingered 

in his eye, 
He looked around and all was still, no traitors' 

steps seemed nigh, 
And as the keen air played upon his brow with 

chilly breath, 
He little reck'd it bore for him the colder chill of 

death. 



But as the cortege swept along, a missile cleft the 

air, 
It fell — a crash — a thunder roar swelled through 

the ice-clad air ; 
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He triumph'd still, for though its victims lay on 

every side, 
He stood unhurt, and gazing there forgot his kingly 

pride ; 
One lingering glance he cast on high, and with a 

saintly air 
He crossed his heaving breast and breathed a 

mute unspoken prayer, 
And as the stormy clouds o'erspread the sun with 

thick'ning gloom, 
He thought not that they shadowed forth his own 

impending doom. 



For scarcely had that echo ceased to swell the fiery 
train, 

Ere at his feet there burst a shell that shook the 
earth again, 

And as its gloomy vapour fled, there he uncon- 
scious lay, 

A monarch weltering in his gore as life's blood 
ebbed away ; 
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A wounded soldier lay beside, but him they heeded 

not, 
But bore that royal bleeding form to some more 

kingly spot, 
And as the shades of Sabbath's eve descended in 

their gloom, 
There spread around that royal couch the darkness 

of the tomb. 
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TO-MORRO W, 

When adversity's anguish appals us, 
And life droops 'neath its withering blast, 

Long buried grief rises, recalls us, 
Awakens the slumbering past, 
Till life repines, by darkening clouds o'ercast. 

And we turn from its visions of sorrow, 
Till memory swims from our gaze, 

And — though wearied — we turn to the morrow 
To welcome the morning's first rays, 
Where hope's sweet song some notes of gladness 
raise. 

To-morrow ! What strange things will linger 
'Mid its conflicts ere night's shadows fall, 

Like the words which that pale mystic finger 
Wrote in Babylon's wassail hall, 
Which none could read, yet must be read withal 
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Youth, tortured by visions of glory, 
Is sustained by the thought of a morn, 

When life's labours repeated in story 
Shall bid praises of multitudes dawn, 
And fame's rich spoils his fevered brow adorn. 

How many, alas ! wait the dawn of a day, 
A to-morrow which never comes, 

That ever seems near though far away, 
Like the rolling of distant drums, 
Till life's last hope eternal winter numbs. 

How the fond maid thinks of to-morrow, 
On the eve of her bridal morn ! 

How affection's faith banishes sorrow — 
And brightens hope's long breaking dawn, 
She dreams not of hearts broken — bleeding — 
torn. 

To-morrow, how dreary its dawning 
Will break in the prisoner's cell ! 

Where death waits his soul with the morning — 
Through night's stillness he hears a church bell 
Which makes the great repentant tear-drops 
swell. 
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And the warrior's ambition unbroken 

Ploughs the thoughts of his rough-pillow'd sleep, 

While the dreams of his glory unspoken, 

Pierce the gloom where pale morning dews weep, 
Like restless swords which from their scabbards 
leap. 

How wearily steal the long hours 

Through the night of affliction and pain ! 

With strength wasted and passionless pow'rs, 
We yearn for the morn, but how vain, 
Despair revives and haunts our couch again. 

When death summons the soul from its slumbers, 

And reveals the to-morrow of life, 
Night's quivering, fast-fading numbers, 

Shall awaken to earth's vanquished strife, 

A future — with eternal glories rife. 



D 
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LOVE KNOWS NO BARRIER. 

Love knows no barrier — it transcends 

The feebleness of man's designs : 
The past before its gaze unbends, 

The present bows before its shrines ; 
And through the future, like a star 

It gleams to guide the soul aright, 
Through life's wild wastes its glories are 

The fount of hope, the source of light. 

Ah, loved one, when thou art not near, 

To whom shall my soul's unrest fly ? 
If through my wanderings dark and drear, 

I cannot feel thy presence nigh, 
And when my heart is seared with grief, 

By adverse hopes and passions riven, 
Memories of thee shall bring relief, 

And hostile fears be backward driven. 
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Amid the storms of life's distress, 

Thou didst direct my drifting bark, 
And shed a ray of happiness 

Where all was dreary, hopeless, dirk. 
Strange that love's bonds shbuld thus unite, 

Without one cold or vain regret, 
Two lives distinct as day and night, 

Yet linked as each cannot forget. 

When friends forsook me, thou wert near, 

To guide me on my lonely way, 
And mingle with my lot the tear 

That spake more than tliy voice could say ; 
And when they did my name revile 

That I should stoop to think of thee, 
I only answered with a smile 

That withered all their infamy. 

I have known sorrow, but not such 
As wounds me now that we must part ; 

E'en now I feel the icy touch 
Of death is laid upon my heart, 
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My strength forsakes me, and the pow'r 

I pray'd for in this last adieu, 
Derides me, and this bitter hour 

Reveals my conquering weakness too. 

For I am weak — I who have braved 

What few as weak would dare endure, 
And from life's wrecks some treasures saved, 

To live when life's regrets are o'er. 
Hope quivers, and I feebly cast 

Its fragments on the surging wave, 
To drift as some forsaken mast, 

The remnants of a heart once brave. 

Lonely and sad thus must I roam, 

With none but thee to think of me, 
And, among strangers, find a home 

Across the wide and cheerless sea ; 
But ere I go, my fevered brain 

Awakens each familiar scene, 
My lingering heart recalls again 

What I was, and what thou hast been. 
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When night subdues the lingering day, 

And nature lies becalmed in sleep, 
Wilt thou not love's response obey, 

And here, beside the restless deep, 
Tune thy sweet lyre to breathe a song 

Whose beauties shall not swell in vain ? 
Love's tide shall bear its strains along, 

Until I hear thy voice again. 

'T is hard to breathe this last farewell ; 

Yet would I bid thee not repine, 
Each lonely twilight hour shall swell 

Some message from my heart to thine, 
And bear my thoughts with rapid flight 

Where'er thou art, in good or ill, 
Farewell, though lost awhile to sight, 

In love and hope united still. 
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A REVERIE. 

When night descends through sunset's quivering 
rays, 

Who has not felt the beauteous twilight hour 
Steal over life, until the soul betrays 

Some deep emotion of its mystic pow'r ? 
And man dethroned from his exalting pride, 

Feels the divinity of poet's themes, 
Till o'er him steals what will not be denied — 

The sweet luxuriance of unwritten dreams. 



I sat beneath a pale o'erhanging bow'r, 

Wreathed in the dusky garb of gathering 
night, 
Enveloped with each charm that fills the hour, 
Watching the birds pursue their homeward 
flight, 
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When o'er my soul a vision softly fell, 

As a star falls unchallenged through the air ; 

New scenes of beauty seemed to rise and swell, 
Breathing around the calm of holy prayer. 

It came upon me like a passing dream 

That warps the fleeting hours of tranquil sleep, 
Its beauties gushed upon me as a stream 

Bathes the rude outline of some rugged steep. 
I knew not whence it came nor whither went ; 

Like a ship's track upon the foaming deep, 
It came, it fled, its power soon was spent, 

And I was left to wander and to weep. 

VIethought I wandered forth one summer's eve, 

To breathe the stillness of night's lonely hour ; 
And feel around my brow its softness cleave, 

Like drooping clouds around some lofty tow'r ; 
With calm unbroken, night's serene embrace 

Entwined its folds o'er every lap of earth, 
Blending its beauties with enchanted grace, 

To soothe in sorrow or exult in mirth. 
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I turned my footsteps from the city throng, 

Eager to shun the light's unwelcome rays ; 
For lonely hearts feel lonelier still among 

The bustling crowd's confused, unpitying gaze. 
When hearts are riven — crushed — o'erwhelm'd with 
doubt, 

And hope's last rays fall perilous and thin, 
The weary soul seeks solace from without, 

To soothe the conflict of unrest within. 

I saw the lordly pageantry of night 

With glittering train o'er heaven's high arches 
sweep, 
Myriads of stars, arrayed in robes of light, 

Like noonday's sun upon the rippling deep ; 
And gazing silently awhile, I bowed 

Before the shrine where beauty's offerings meet, 
Subdued in thought and spirit, like the proud 

O'erthrown from some exalted haughty seat. 

It was a tranquil eve — a night of nights, 

When heaven and earth conspire to sweetly raise 

A sacred song, wherein the glittering lights, 

With voiceless music chant their hymns of praise, 
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Until o'er man's enchanted soul it falls, 
-- Like summer's dew upon the flow'ret's sleep, 
And a dim past our memory recalls, 

Wherein we know not if to smile or weep. 

I wandered on o'er mountain, vale, and hill, 

Once the rude cradle of a warrior race, 
Whose virtues were so rare, yet fewer still 

The crimes which art and time could not efface ; 
Now the rude peasant rears his lonely cot 

Upon the sward where his forefathers fought, 
And sows and reaps the consecrated spot, 

Breathes undisturbed the freedom which they, 
bought 

There is a language mightier far than words, 

Unformed by learning, uncontrolled by art, 
Whose speech is stronger than the trite records 

Of plaintive tongues which leave untouched the 
heart ; 
It dwells in lofty solitude among 

Mountain and valley, woodland, stream, and lea, 
It falls upon the soul like some strange song 

Stealing across a calm unbroken sea. 
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I knew not whither, still I wandered on, 

A silent worshipper at Nature's shrine ; 
The lingering stars were fading one by one, 

Like hope's last embers when our hearts repine. 
Alone and friendless — yet enough for me — 

My footsteps bore me from the haunts of men ; 
Life's hopes, though pale and prostrate, still were 
free — 

Uncaged within wealth's sordid narrow den. 

I had grown weary of the world ; to me 

Its language was the strife of Babel tongues, 
Wherein the weak and feeble bowed the knee, 

The poor subdued their woes in ribald songs. 
I had sought shelter, but no refuge found ; 

Like the unquiet of a feverish sleep, 
I felt the heated breath of strife around, 

Pitying its sorrows, yet too proud to weep. 

When night bequeaths its conquests, and dawn steals 

Upon creation sepulchred in gloom, 
Nature unfolds its sleep, morning reveals 

Alike the palace and the peasant's tomb, 
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How soulless is the being who surveys 

Earth's likeness wakening from its slumbers cold, 

Gazing unconquered where its grandeur sways, 
And feels life modell'd in no loftier mould. 



Where night still lingered on the face of heaven, 

I saw the last faint quivering stars expire, 
And twilight's beauties, by the morning riven, 

Fled, like the echoes of some sweet-toned lyre. 
It was a solemn hour, when the soul feels 

A heavenly light upon its darkness thrown, 
As from the world's rude din it softly steals 

And seeks to commune with its God — alone. 

Yet felt I not the grandeur of the scene 

Mantle the waves of conflict with repose, 
I saw the sun unclouded glide between 

A morn of beauty and a night of woes. 
Humbled in spirit, yet to happiness, 

Like Lazarus, a stranger meanly clad, 
A shrineless wanderer whose weariness 

Betray'd the heart's affections — broken — sad. 
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There is a time when over life there falls 

Some deep dark cloud which veils its guiding star, 
And that which was the source of hope appals, 

Till the soul in dim confusion seems at war, 
Even with God. Where'er our footsteps turn, 

With dreary gloom revive the shades of night, 
Hope's glories fade as never to return, 

In vain our hearts pursue their hopeless flight. 

Impassioned youth, when life's fresh fountain 
springs, 

And freshens even sorrow's withering leaves, 
Feels love at times a burden on its wings, 

And hope a shrine where the heart's unquiet 
grieves. 
'T was thus I felt upon that autumn morn, 

By shattered hopes and wounded pride opprest, 
Till, wearied by the heart's unconquered scorn, 

I sank upon the ground, but not to rest ; 

For as I mused of life's unfolding years, 
I heard a voice steal on the morning air, 

Whose sweetness dried the fountain of my tears, 
Yet, so confused my thoughts, I lingered there, 
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Speechless, fearing to break the enchanted spell 
Of words which through life's chaos seemed to 
break, 

And soothe the passions seeking to rebel 
Against the soul's decrees, as thus it spake : 

' Stay, weary wanderer, rest awhile, and say 

Why dost thou turn thy footsteps from the world ; 
Have hope and fame no power to bid thee stay, 

And love's bright banner o'er thy brow unfurled 
No beauteous device ? Why weepest thou ? 

The heart forgets its heritage that bleeds, 
Repining o'er affection's broken vow — 

Flowers soon decay which spring from bruised 
seeds. ■ 

' Life is a pilgrimage, and youth the flow'r 

Of sweetest fragrance blooming on the plain, 
Where weeping souls regret each wasted hour, 

And vainly wish to live youth o'er again. 
In the rude strife where love and hate contend, 

Martyrs and pilgrims sink and fall unknown, 
But some o'er every barrier ascend, 

And on each ruin rear a loftier throne. 
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' Crush thy remorse, revive each drooping hope, 

Ambition's flowers have not bloomed in vain ; 
In glory's light ascend each rugged slope, 

And view the spoils outspread upon the plain 
Ungathered there ; let not life's conflicts mar 

The truer, nobler life thy soul would live, 
Where virtue triumphs in the wearying war, 

And love aspires to labour and forgive.' 

The voice grew faint— it ceased — then all was still, 

I looked around — no human form was near, 
I felt upon my brow the night dew's chill, 

Upon my cheeks th' unbridled falling tear. 
It was a reverie — a sleepless dream — 

When the soul mounts from bondage to a throne, 
Then wakes — to find nought can its bonds redeem — 

And left once more to tread the world alone. 

Left all alone to commune with the past, 
A past with nought but bitter fruits to give, 

Whose beauties harrow, since they could not last 
Nor make the present happier to live. 
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Ah ! it is loneliness indeed to feel 
We once were loved and loving in return, 

To feel at times youth's passions cfer us steal, 
A smouldering fire which soon will cease to burn. 
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KOSSUTH'S FAREWELL. 

Farewell, my own, my native land — a long, a last 
farewell, 

Though exiled, ne'er against thee shall my broken 
heart rebel ; 

With tear-dimmed eyes, uplifted hand, I go, but do 
not flee, 

Borne from the home, the land I love, in sad cap- 
tivity 

Farewell — and yet I linger still ; the voice of thy 

distress 
Pursues me, till again I feel the weight of loneliness. 
I see the stars of glory's birth are fading one by one, 
Shall I e'er look, but look in vain, and find they all 

are gone ? 



KOSSUTH'S FAREWELL. 49 

Though mountain, flood, and sea shall soon divide 

our captive lot, 
I shall not cease to think of thee — wilt thou forget 

me not ? — 
And from afar my restless thoughts shall wander 

back to thee : 
E'en now methinks I hear the knell of thy captivity. 



Hungaria, the remembrance of thy glorious martyr 

throng 
Shall linger ever like the strains of some enchanting 

song; 
Amid the ruins of thy might — fallen, but never 

crush'd, 
It still shall live and mould thy thoughts when thy 

last hopes are hush'd. 



One thought remains to soothe my lot : 't is said 

that if I go, 
A freer life shall spring from out thy gloomy vales 

of woe, 
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And Austria's kingly monarch shall forgive — forget 

the past, 
Till freedom's beauties dawn upon thy chivalry at 

last. 

Then welcome peril — exile — death, if they can win 

for thee 
The hopes for which thy sons have toiled, the 

strength to set thee free ; 
Amidst a wild and desert past this thought shall 

ever bloom, 
And sweeten my last hours when death unveils 

the conquering tomb. 

Roll on, thou haughty Danube, roll ; thy waters 
swift and strong, 

Shall teach Hungaria's bonded sons to struggle 
with the wrong, 

Till Croatia's plains, Carpathians' heights, resound- 
ing faint and dim, 

Shall breathe in peace the sacred strains of free- 
dom's holy hymn. 
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Where'er I wander, still with me in sorrow there 

thou art, 
Reigning supreme unchallenged o'er the empire of 

my heart ; 
Severed in kindred, clime, and tongue, where'er 

my footsteps roam, 
United in the hopes which find in liberty their 

home. 
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THE WAYSIDE MINSTREL. 

Amid the city's busy throng, 

Careworn, unheeded, and unknown, 
A minstrel sat, whose plaintive song 

Above the crowd's unceasing moan 
Feebly arose with quivering swell, 

Faintly as some aged pilgrim's prayer, 
Until subdued it softly fell 

Like music on the mountain air. 

And as he heard the notes ascend, 

He drew towards his mean-clad breast 

The harp, whose lofty strains unbend 
Where'er his wandering fingers press'd. 

He bowed his ear beside the strines 

o > 

Eager to drink their flowing strains ; 
Each chord uprising wildly flings 
The harmony his soul contains. 



THE WAYSIDE MINSTREL. 53 

Few stayed to hear his songs, yet still 

He murmured not, nor seemed to press 
Th' unheeding crowd for alms to still 

Life's cravings and allay distress ; 
None ever heard his voice complain, 

Few saw the burning tear-drops start, , 
The echoes of his feeble strain 

Answered alone his aching heart. 

His lays were sad, on his pale brow 

Sorrow lay deeply furrowed there, 
But from his features flashed the vow 

Of duty conquering despair. 
I paused, for something in his song, 

Coursing my blood as winter's chill, 
Impress'd me as I passed along — 

Methinks I hear its echoes still. 

Coldly life's murmuring streams rolled by ; 

He heard their revelries around, 
And louder still each note on high 

Swelled from the harp with solemn sound. 



54 1 HE WAYSIDE MINSTREL. 

Closer he drew it to his breast, 

His last, unchanging, truest friend, 

For with the riven heart's unrest 
The harp's wild music seemed to blend. 

The scene was changed : a year had fled, 

Winter lay strewn upon the ground, 
The crowds swept by with listless tread, 

But, now the harp's sweet holy sound 
Challenged no more the busy throng, 

Its weird wild charms had ceased to swell, 
Hushed was the minstrel's voice, no song 

Upon the night's rude revels fell. 

For there upon the snow he lay, 

The harp had fallen by his side, 
Some lingered near, then pass'd away 

The serfs, the slaves of fortune's pride. 
Pale were his cheeks, his withered hands 

Still claspt the harp, life's only friend ; 
Alas ! too late, at death's commands 

The hostile crowds with pity bend. 
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Gently they raised his feeble frame, 

To bear him from his couch of snow ; 
The wayside minstrel's home or name 

None ever knew nor cared to know. 
He bade adieu, but lingered still, 

His quivering limbs would oft rebel, 
His thoughts flowed back with wayward will, 

And sighed their last, their sad ' Farewell.' 

Night's shadows fled, the cold grey dawn 

Arose upon a faithful band, 
Who came upon that Christmas morn 

Obeying charity's command ; 
That faithful few their night watch kept 

Beside the dying minstrel's bed, 
They heard the distant chimes which swept 

The hallowed morn with holy tread. 

He raised his head, and from afar 
He faintly heard the swelling strain ; 

A smile stole o'er him, like a star 
Unclouded o'er some desert plain, 
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The wild bells ceased, and all was still ; 

Upon his breast he bowed his head, 
Death had subdued his iron will, 

But his soul with their wild echoes fled. 
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CHIDE ME NOT. 

Chide me not, nor speak of sorrow ; 

Though we soon must parted be, 
True love learns each day to borrow 

Solace in captivity, 
And to find a sweet communion 

With devotion's stream, which flows 
To some heart, where mystic union 

Wreathes the soul with sweet repose. 

Happiness is fraught with sadness, 

Love grows stronger by repose, 
Harvest seeds find strength and gladness 

From the winter's cheerless snows ; 
Love — though severed — still unbroken, 

Is the noblest type of life ; 
Constancy is love's best token 

Where the foes of faith are rife. 
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When my heart was sad and lonely, 

Drooping with o'erburdened toil, 
Thou didst succour — thou, who only 

Couldst have bid my soul recoil 
From that gloom, where life despises 

All that makes life worth to live — 
Thou didst scatter its disguises, 

And to hope new impulse give. 

Though by land and sea divided, 

Absent thou canst never be ; 
Though my heart were unprovided 

With a bond to think of thee, 
I could ne'er forget the beauties 

Of a life so pure as thine, 
Mingling with life's sterner duties 

Deeds which breathe of things divine 

Hide thy tears, subdue thy weeping, 
Crush the rebel thoughts which burn ; 

Ere the wintry blasts come sweeping, 
I shall back to thee return. 
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Seek by every fond endeavour 
To subdue each conquering pain, 

Fare thee well — but not for ever ; 
Parted— soon we'll meet again. 
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WHAT IS LOVE? 

What is love ? Ah, what is love ? 
Speak, my heart, say what is love ? 
Love is Nature's book of life : 
Read therein and banish strife. 

Love is like a summer shower, 
Freshening every drooping flower, 
Bidding hearts o'erburdened rise, 
Brightening life's storm-ridden skies. 

Love is like a wayward river, 
Where the rays of hatred quiver ; 
Flowing ever, as a song 
Helps the failing heart along. 

Love is like the dreamy dawn 
Of a long-expected morn, 
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Which unveils its welcome light 
To the sufferer's aching sight. 

Love is like a breeze unbroken, 
Bringing from afar some token 
Of a loving soul to mine, 
Words that bid me not repine. 

Love is like a fountain — drink, 
Every weary pilgrim, drink 
Of its waters deep and pure, 
That thy soul may thirst no more. 

Love is like some holy hymn, 
Stealing through the cloisters dim, 
Prayer and praise together blended, 
As if sin on earth were ended. 

Love is like a flow'ret's bloom 
Cast upon some cold grey tomb, 
Mantling e'en that vault of death 
With the sweetness of its breath. 
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Love in action is the grain 
Slumbering soon to wake again, 
With a store of golden sheaves, 
A crown of fair immortal leaves. 

May love in every heart be found, 
To scatter loving deeds around, 
To soothe the stricken, banish pain, 
Restore the withered heart again. 

And oft as ivy mantles spread 
A veil of beauty o'er the dead, 
May love each ruined hope restore 
With beauties which shall fade no more. 
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TO A PORTRAIT. 

When earth's avenging tide appals, 

And life's rude waves around me sweep, 
Despairing e'en where duty calls, 

I turn aside — but not to weep — 
Stern thoughts have dried the source of tears, 

Which ofttimes flowed unbidden o'er, 
Passions subdue my rising fears, 

And quench the flames which burned before. 

But from the world's conflicting scenes, 

Wearied, I turn to thee again, 
For on thy memory life still leans 

For strength to hope, and not in vain ; 
Though gloomy rocks and pine-trees press 

Unwelcome shadows o'er thy grave, 
Fondly I linger to caress 

The beauties which thy presence gave. 
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No purer spring of life than thine 

E'er gushed upon a world of woe 
Something mysterious — divine — 

In every action seemed to flow, 
For none could mingle where thy soul 

Had lingered in its rapid flight, 
But felt through life new beauties roll, 

And virtue wreathed with living light. 

Never again shall life reveal 

A loftier soul to rival thine, 
Nor my lone heart the passions feel 

Which bound thy hallowed soul to mine ; 
No more sweet visions tempt my heart 

To flutter as the captive's wing ; 
Hopes, dreams, and visions all depart — 

Alone I wander sorrowing. 

Night gathers fast, the fading light 

Dims this fond token as I gaze, 
But still thy memory clear and bright 

Steals through the gloom with welcome rays, 
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Which softly fall and wreathe my brow 
With thoughts which cannot rise in vain, 

Of life of lives — though thou didst bow 
To death, in me thou still dost reign. 

So weak and frail are earthly ties, 

And vows of friendship but a name, 
A little while — no voice replies 

Where they are now, or whence they came ; 
So -soon forgotten, like a flower 

Our fondest memories droop and fall ; 
But thine, by some mysterious power, 

Fades not, but lingers last of all. 
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AN INCIDENT OF THE SUNDERLAND 
DISASTER. 



The following poem was occasioned by the memorable Sunderland 
disaster of June 14, 1883, in which two hundred children lost their 
lives. The poem is founded upon the following touching incident : 
' A little girl started out with a neighbour's child, hand in hand, 
and, strange to say, when they were found in death they were still 
hand in hand." 



TELL the story, softly tell it, 

Speak it low ; 
Let the coldest of us swell it 

With the glow 
Of the heart's emotions riven, 
Of compassion freely given, 
Tears, which often backward driven, 

Still must flow. 
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Tell it how the sun at noon-day 

Brightly flung 
Its welcome o'er the holiday, 

And, mid the throng, 
Two frail helpless forms caressing, 
Brightened by a parent's blessing, 
Onward through the rude crowds pressing — 

Both were young. 

One so young, and, oh, so tender ; 

Faith's command 
Linked her to her guardian's slender 

Little hand ; 
Only friends — yet love unending 
Bound their friendship with the blending 
Of two lives — thus weary wending 

Hand in hand 

Tell it how their gentle voices, 
Sweet and clear, 
Rang with mirth as might rejoices 
Over fear ; 
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Pressing on to pleasures yonder, 
Love, companionship grew fonder, 
Wrapt in childhood's dreamland wonder 
Ever near — 

How among that sea of faces 

Gathered there, 
Bright with all the sinless graces 

Children share, 
They were light and happy-hearted ; 
Sorrow seemed from sadness parted 
Widely, as their laughter darted 

Through the air. 

Tell how, full of mirth and song, 

All eager they 
Rushed from life to death among 

The living fray ; 
Oh, the pains to joy replying, 
Children in confusion lying ! 
But, amid the dead and dying, 

Where are they ? 
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Where are they, the love-united 

Little band, 
Whose pale brows no sorrow blighted 

With its brand ? 
Ere the sun declined at even 
They were found, faith still unriven — 
They had passed from earth to heaven 

Hand in hand. 

Like the sun, their faith unbidden 

Brightly shone ; 
Like the sun by storm clouds hidden, 

They are gone — 
Gone, and yet we hear them singing — 
Earth is sad, but heaven is ringing — 
Gone, yet still we see them clinging, 

Two in one. 



Gone, and yet the beauty lingers 

Of a hand, 
Clasping with its tiny fingers 

Faith's command 
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How that bond bequeaths a token 
Of a child's pure trust unbroken — 
How the heart speaks love unspoken 
Through the hand ! 
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DESTRUCTION OF MOSCOW— NAPOLEON'S 
RETREAT. 

The shades of twilight drooped o'er towering spires, 
The funeral piles of rich ancestral sires, 
Bathing each lofty dome of slumbering might 
With the pale shadows of a cold grey light. 
Night deepened, and its gloomy gathering clouds 
Descended with their chill unchallenged shrouds, 
O'er the vast treasures Moscow's arts displayed, 
Grand in their might, but grander they decayed. 

There — where had scarcely ceased a busy throng 
To wake its portals with unburdened song — 
Silence reigned all supreme ; a mystic gloom 
Spread all around the silence of the tomb, 
No lonely patrol trod the rampart's height, 
No bird's sweet song awoke the quivering light ; 
Cold on the stilly air an echo spread, 
' Why seek the living here when all are fled ? ' 
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There is a mute strange majesty which swells 
From the chill solitude where nature dwells 
At peace with man, as on its unmown sod 
The soul communes at Nature's shrine with God, 
But lonelier far to stand alone among 
Deserted hamlets of some vanquished throng, 
To hear nought but the wind's unceasing moan, 
Seeing, yet unseen — that is to be alone. 

Like the rude waters of some mighty flood, 
Gaul's pompous chivalry unchallenged stood 
Within the walls that terraced Moscow's pride, 
Swelled by the legions of each rolling tide 
Of human waves ; mirth, revelry, and song 
Resounded from that proud victorious throng, 
And for a time past woes were lost to sight, 
Hope's beauteous dawn dispelled the gloom of night. 

With martial tramp the troops with fearless tread, 
Swept proudly on where terror scarce had spread 
Its desolating hand, and doomed the toil 
Of centuries to war's unnumbered spoil, 
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Art, wealth, and splendour, one resistless wave 
To crush the conquerors in an unseen grave, 
To stem th' invader's flood, and bid it roll 
Back to a sunnier clime, its distant goal. 

In lulled repose each tower and hamlet slept, 
There, hearths were barren — there, no mourners 

wept ; 
Unbroken calm — no human voice nor sigh . 
Awoke to tell the storm of death was nigh, 
Till there burst o'er the wavelets of Moskwa's stream 
A fiery glow like the sunset's gleam ; 
Deeper, still deeper, its beauties became, 
Till its waters seemed girt with folds of flame. 

Like the ocean waves of storm-wrestling night, 
Cleaving the air with their merciless might, 
That fiery flood spread the cold hand of death ; 
With roaring nostrils and with heated breath, 
Wild with ungoverned fury, nought could tame 
The ravage of that sea of living flame, 
And the victors' song was hushed in their woe, 
For the stream of their glory had ceased to flow. 
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As some fair flower whose beauties scarcely form, 

Ere it lies scattered by a ruthless storm, 

Their hopes, scarcely roused from the slumbers of 

grief, 
Drooped, and then fell like some pale withered leaf, 
And a cry of anguish arose from that throng, 
' Why, why do we tarry — why wait so long ? 
Our homes, our hearths are cold, barren, and drear, 
While their hopes unredeemed lie perishing here.' 

Near Kremlin's palace Napoleon stood ; 
The fiery air wreathed his burning blood, 
The laurels of victory lay strewn at his feet, 
Crushed 'mid the ruins that bade him retreat, 
And retrace those steps where ambition's schemes 
Had mantled his hopes with conquering dreams, 
And leave behind a vast unconquered land, 
A bloody pathway on the frozen strand. 

Brief and inglorious victory ! the blight 
Of conscious wrong unnerves the arm of might ; 
Above, around, beneath, the gory stream 
Seemed like the horrors of some hideous dream. 
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The chainless slaves of hero-worship France, 
Dying to gain a tyrant's passing glance, 
Noble, and serf, friend, foe, together slept, 
Unseen by those who mourned and unheard — wept. 

Some — though surviving war's avenging strife, 
Death pierced their troubled sleep to challenge life ; 
Twilight descended with unfathomed dread, 
Morning broke o'er the scattered tombless dead ; 
There the rude warrior, wearied, sank to rest, 
His strong arms folded o'er his gallant breast, 
To dream perchance of fame and honour won, 
The morn to tell his earthly victories done. 

And the brow-furrowed veteran, proud of the scars 
Which yielded their tribute of merciless wars, 
Succumbed, subdued by the storm-sweeping blast, 
Though he fondly embraced the rewards of the past, 
And the shattered colours which oft had led 
Their gallant bearers to a gory bed, 
Fell 'mid the snow, as a soldier's last breath 
Breathed o'er their remnants, ' True until death.' 
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But some lingering, wrapt with a snow-wreathing 

shroud, 
Their thoughts, as the light through a storm- 
drifting cloud, 
Afar through the visions of love were borne 
To homes yet undimmed by despair's dismal morn, 
And found a refuge there, a haven of rest, 
A pillow of strength in some loved one's breast, 
And feebly lisping an untutored prayer, 
Bequeathed them to God for a Father's care. 

A soldier's embrace — a promise given — 
And an earthly friendship rudely riven, 
No Christian burial — a comrade's tear, 
Then buried by snow on the desert drear, 
But Napoleon rode on — he heeded not, 
Their woes were unanswered — defied — forgot, 
His stern martial glance betrayed not a sigh 
As he left to droop and wither and die, 
A remnant of that unreturning host 
Whose country was their glory and their boast. 
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THE CHRISTIAN TO TEMPTATION. 

Peace, peace, unholy thought ! why seekest thou 
To robe around my aching, furrow'd brow, 

Guilt's ever-piercing thorns ? 
Seek not to dim life's hopes — I bid thee fly — 
Veil not the beauties of life's morning sky, 

Where virtue's brightness dawns. 

Be calm, be still ; why dost thou rend my breast, 
And threaten — torture with a wild unrest, 

Where beauty reigned before ? 
Leave, leave my soul — tempter, I bid thee fly, 
With Christian armour girt, I scorn, defy 

Thy strength for evermore. 

Unquiet still my thoughts, why roll and swell ? 
Cease, cease, unhallowed spirit, to rebel 
Where virtue should endure ; 
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O Heavenly Fount, of every source the best, 
Succour my faith, keep safe within my breast 
A heart at peace and pure. 

Awake, celestial guardian of my soul, 
And bid temptation's torrent backward roll 

To caves of dull despair ; 
Rise to the majesty of victory's hour, 
Dispel the shadows of temptation's pow'r, 

Find strength in holy prayer. 
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LOVE IS THE SOUL'S ETERNAL FIRE. 

Love is the soul's eternal fire, whose flame, 

Reflected from celestial avenues, 

And fann'd by heaven's immortal wings, 

Melts e'en the sternest passions of men's souls, 

And flutters, binds, controls the human heart 

With more than human powers. It is not life 

To live unmantled by its beauteous rays, 

Nor freedom when its charms, confused and strewn, 

Unheeded lie unfettered to the soul, 

Its slavery is the bondage of the free. 

Dark are life's dreary clouds, which hover round 

And steep existence with unfathomed gloom, 

Where love's celestial flame has ceased to burn ; 

Take back, O earth, thy birds of plumage rare, 

Hush their sweet songs, and bid thy choicest flow'rs 

Wither and fade ; but leave, leave not a soul 

Unmantled by affection's fire, sweet source 

Of all true sacrifice. 
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Love is a crystal stream, whose purity 
Unveils the secret beauties of life's depths ; 
Eternally it flows to that vast ocean, where 
All human hopes and struggles centre — peace. 

Childhood awakening into life unfolds 

Love's struggling rays in every smile which plays 

Unconsciously upon its roseate lips, 

While on its sunny brow, unstained with guilt, 

Unfurrowed with life's cares, love's holy light 

Serenely lingers like the first faint rays 

Of springtide morn sleeping upon the waves ; 

And though life's waters seek unheedingly 

To dash their chilly spray o'er childhood's bark, 

And blight th' untutored feeble mariner, 

Love's guardian angel spreads its golden wings, 

Shielding its tender burden from the storm, 

As leaves protect the flow'ret's budding bloom ; 

And when affliction's arrows fall around 

Threatening affection's guest, as if to pierce 

Its sacred charge, a pale hue mantles o'er 

The infant's brow, and childhood's sweet repose 

Is broken, tossed in fitful feverish sleep, 
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Love bathes its burning brow with cooling tears, 
Till the fond babe nestling beneath its folds 
Is lulled into the calm of tranquil sleep, 
And that pure, faithful, never-wavering trust 
Is life's unspoken messenger of love. 

When love first wraps its mantle over youth, 

And with unbroken rays illumines life 

With avenues of light unseen before, 

He falters ere he treads the earthly heaven. 

As some lone bird, seeking with new-fledged wings 

To soar an untrained flight, lingers to rest 

On every rugged peak and leafy bough, 

With fluttering emotions ere it seeks 

To venture to some distant loftier height ; 

So oft love's restless spirit seeks to rise 

With the untutored wings of budding youth, 

And span the gulf which severs hope from fear — 

Veiling the idol from its sacrifice. 

Beneath the hoary mantle that entwines 
The feeble stems of life's declining years, 
Whose falling leaves fast wither to decay, 

G 
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Love's fire burns, its stream flows uncontrolled. 
Mark how life's aged pilgrim leans upon 
His trusty staff, lingering awhile to gaze 
Upon some merry group, where children's voices 
Sweet and clear ring through the fragrant air, 
And in their mirthful glee life grows to him 
Sweeter and holier than it seemed before, 
For there he sees some life which mirrors forth 
His childhood with its beauteous memories, 
And in that life he lives youth o'er again. 
And oft at eventide, when all is still, 
They love to gather round the pious man 
With fond embrace, bathing life's budding hopes 
With the refreshing dew of hallowed thoughts, 
Which from his quivering lips unceasing fall ; 
And when heaven's starlit garment of light 
Mantles night's deepening shadows in the sky, 
With hands entwined they shield his aged frame 
From the keen air which wreathes his furrowed brow, 
And sweet and clear they raise a joyous hymn, 
Which, softly stealing on the still night air, 
Echoes a fond adieu, till once again 
Unbidden tears bedew his wrinkled cheeks, 
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Hot burning tears that will not cease to flow — 
Tears, the deep o'erflowings of a loving soul ; 
While tremblingly his feeble hands wander 
From brow to brow, and prayers and blessings 

rise, 
Faintly above like dew into the skies ; 
And in that fellowship divinely taught, 
Age, youth, and beauty linger, bound in one 
Sweet union of holy peace and love. 

Wealth's glittering train and fortune's gilded hand 
May sway the consciences of shallow souls 
With lavish gifts, but fall as helpless weapons 
By his side, who seeks by such ignoble means 
To sway the true emotions of the heart. 
The wearied labourer, with toil impress'd 
On every limb which moulds his swarthy frame, 
Finds comfort in his weary round of toil ; 
If the rude circle gathered round his hearth 
Be brightened by love's pure unchallenged light, 
His suffering, pain, and poverty are lost — 
Forgotten — in that atmosphere which breathes 
A hallowed rest and calms his troubled soul. 
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The withering breath of life's ungrateful storms 
May seek to wreck love's sweet repose, and sweep 
Relentlessly where lingering hearts have paused 
And vowed unerring friendship to the grave ; 
But faith withstands each chilly blast, and shafts 
Darkening the air from hate's avenging bow, 
Are swiftly turned aside ; trials, that like 
A deluge sweep o'er loveless souls, and heave 
Their lifeless forms on every surging wave, 
Are stemmed by love's unceasing tide, and hurled 
Back to their gloomy chasms of despair. 

Some kiss the flower stored in secret urn 
(E'en though its fragrance may have fled, that once 
Breathed perfume on the sacred air around) ; 
Still untold charms linger amongst its leaves, 
That soothe the suffering soul and softly breathe 
A healing balm for griefs, that they whose love 
Once breathed upon the flower might too have 

given. 
Tiifles long since forgotten are unearthed, 
And treasured with affections that assume 
A conquest o'er the heart unknown before ; 
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And when some life on which the soul reposed 
Falls like a flower before death's withering hand, 
Each fond remembrance as a pleasant dream 
Steals through life's deepening gloom with mystic 

power, 
Reviving the dead past with new-born life. 

O life of love, 
Scattering sweet flowers which enrich the past 
With fragrant dew, wreathing for mortal brows 
Crowns of immortal deeds. Sweet hour of bliss, 
That links the memory of a noble past 
To realms where rest and peace immortal reign ; 
And though unwelcome storms may swell, and dash 
Unheeding waves against the struggling soul, 
Which seeks to plough life's treacherous depths, 

and bear 
Unstained its purity, love's holy calm 
Shall breathe eternal peace o'er hate's wild waves 
Which sweep life's barren reefs with chilly spray, 
And wrestling on its rugged shore bequeath 
Fragments of shattered wrecks which chill the 

soul ; 
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But when entombed within the vault of love, 
And mantled by sweet flowers of hope, they lie 
Calm and subdued in undisturbed repose, 
Hail to a race new-born, of glorious birth, 
Angels good news shall wing through all the earth, 
Peace and goodwill to men. 
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THE BEAUTY OF HOLINESS. 

'T IS autumn, and fast o'er the cold eastern sky- 
Night's dark rolling emblems come sweeping, 

And twilight's pale shadows are quivering nigh, 
Like stars back to their solitude creeping ; 

Soon nature's wild beauties will slumbering lie 
In the folds of night's lonely keeping. 

'T is a calm Sabbath eve, and far o'er the hill 
The last rays of sunset are gushing, 

The conflict of beauty bequeathes a strange thrill 
Like music's luxuriance rushing 

Unstemmed o'er the heart's riven pride, until 
It bows in prayer, all meaner passions crushing. 

The valley encircles some peasant's rude cot, 
Where the woodbine and myrtle are clinging ; 
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Devotion's sweet harmony hallows the spot 
Where a chorus of voices is ringing, 

Like the strains which enchanted our childhood's lot 
When we thought of the angels singing. 

The fire's last embers with flickering ray 

Faintly fall on the hearth cold and cheerless ; 

A group gathers round it in rural array, 
But the eyes of the aged are tearless ; 

Though they think and commune of death's coming 
day, 
Their dreams of the future are fearless. 

A mother reclines with a bower of love 

O'er the couch where her infant is sleeping ; 

Hope's pure and unriven affections remove 
The cold traces of conflict or weeping, 

Faith soars with an eagle-flight above, • 

Where angels their bright watch are keeping. 

A child kneels beside her ; though tender of years, 
Its beauty in simple attire 
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Seems to wing the sad soul from its burd'ning tears, 

From life's echoing tumult — higher, 
Where visions of happiness vanquish fears, 

And bid wrath's palsied flame expire. 

A lover and maiden are there in the pride 
Of youth's first affections which never 

Shall swerve in their beauty whatever betide, 
Nought but death shall their happiness sever ; 

And thus they are waiting the turn of a tide, 
Which shall leave them united for ever. 

Night deepens, and faint on the chill autumn air 
The village church chimes, softly stealing, 

Seem to breathe a response to the mother's prayer, 
By the side of her infant kneeling ; 

Shall she plead in vain for the Guardian's care ? 
Or her prayer ascend, vainly appealing ? 

When night's conquering columns subdue the pale 
west, 
And the Sabbath's last hours are pressing, 
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The sire looks proudly on each welcome guest, 
As they group for the farewell caressing ; 

Child, maiden, and youth, near the aged rest 
To receive the last rites of their blessing. 

On a Sabbath eve, when the night dew glows 
And the beauteous sunset is waning, 

A vision steals o'er me whose radiance throws 
New hopes — where life slumbers, disdaining ; 

And I think of that hamlet in sacred repose, 
And the beauty of holiness reigning. 
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WHERE'ER my restless footsteps roam, 

My thoughts still wander back to thee 
Hispania, once the border home 

Of beauty, wealth, and chivalry. 
Land of the vine and citron bowers, 
Amid thy groves, where Nature showers 
Its loveliness from sea to sea, 
The heart would linger and decree 
A truce to every alien joy, 
Which lingers near but to destroy 
The happiness it could not bring, 
Leaving within the heart a sting, 
Changeless through ever-changing years, 
Withering life with ceaseless fears. 
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Clime where the soft congenial air 

Falls like the calm of evening prayer, 

Thy snowy heights, luxuriant plains, 

Are thrones where beauty's goddess reigns, 

Mountain and valley, stream and sea, 

Attuned to every melody 

Whose beauty captivates the heart, 

Sealing a bond 't were vain to part ; 

And oft, at twilight's lonely hour, 

There steals, with strange mysterious power 

A calm, when heaven and earth unite, 

To hymn the praises of the night, 

Until the soul with quivering swell 

Lingers, e'en while it breathes ' Farewell.' 

Yet not thine Eden bowers alone 

Could for thy many sins atone, 

Nor beauty bid the heart caress 

Thy faults e'en in thy loveliness ; 

But far and wide, from mountain pines 

To valleys of luxuriant vines, 

From fruitful plains to rugged caves 

Thy fertile soil pillows the graves 



canto I 10 NE. 95 

Of warriors, worthy of their clime, 

Though linked with many a burdening crime, 

Heroes and saints, martyrs, priests, peasants, 

kings, 
Mingling in death together friends and foes, 
Around whose graves the earth's cold bondage 

clings, 
Wreathing the sleep of their unseen repose. 

Hispania, land of sunny clime, 

The heart's unquiet turns to thee, 
Where song, romance, and legend chime, 

With strains of haughty melody, 
Praises of unforgotten worth, 
The heritage of glory's birth, 
Which rend the veil of vanquish'd might, 
And shine afar through history's night, 
Revealing to our wondering gaze 
The conquests of immortal days, 
When Spanish chivalry and pride 
Hurled back the stern avenging tide 
Of Moslem might, whose hostile bands, 
From Eastern mosques and Afric's sands — 
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Mahomet's warrior votaries, 
Flushed with a thousand victories — 
Had steeped with gore thy -fertile plains, 
And bound thy puissant arms with chains, 
Africa's pride, Arabia's boast, 
A conquering and unconquered host, 
The Paynim slave and dusky Moor, 
Cradled in blood and steeped with gore, 
The wand'ring Arab, Tunisian brave, 
Fearless of death — heaven the reward 
Of those who perished by the sword 
In Allah's cause — a warrior's grave, 
His throne of Hope, his death the price 
Of entrance into Paradise. 

Where is the land, whate'er its clime, 
Of burning sun or chilling snows, 

Which mourns not some remembered time 
Of civil strife and rent repose, 

And seeking thus through war to climb, 
Fell not a prey to foreign foes ? 

This was thy lot, O haughty Spain, 
By factions rent, the servile chain 
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Of foreign yoke and hated creed 
Oppress'd thee, and the outcast seed 
Of Hagar triumphed o'er thy loss, 
The Crescent tower'd above the Cross, 
The turban'd Moor subdued the Goth, 
And mocked the chidings of his wrath, 
Far, far and wide, from sea to sea, 

Priest, peasant, king, and courtly knight, 
Gazed on the wrecks of vanquished might, 
And waiting for hope's struggling light, 
Wept o'er thy broken chivalry. 

Such tears alone the brave command, 
They weep unseen, when none are near ; 

Listlessly droops one trembling hand, 
While one is raised to hide the tear 

Wrung at the riven soul's demand, 
A tribute it denies to fear. 

When Spain awoke from her internal strife, 
And gazed upon a fallen captive race, 

Weeping for her dishonoured name, whose life 
Declined within the hated Moor's embrace, 

H 
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She felt the sting and saw the stain 
Of Islam's unforbidden reign, 
From sacred, sepulchred repose, 
The spirits of her martyrs rose, 
And pass'd before her, one by one, 
Until they faltered, darkness fell 
Where glory scarce had ceased to 
dwell, 
And all seemed lost which they had won. 
When lo ! that solemn hour was stirred, 
Upon the sacred calm was heard 
The noise and din of gathering war — 
Above, around, near and afar, 
The echo swelled ; — bowed, sad with shame, 
Serfs, knights, from court and hamlet came 
To ransom hope, redeem their loss, 
Once more the warriors of the Cross 
Unfurled their standard, and revealed 
The wounds of hostile races healed, 
Contending foes and rival kings 
Forgot the haughtiness which springs 
From lineal descent, the brave 
Mingled with peril, and the slave 
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Ignored his bonds ; from rugged wild, 
Where Nature weans her favour'd child, 
From southern plain and crowded mart, 

The serf, the slave, the proud, the free, 
Gathered — some nevermore to part, 

And seal with death their chivalry. 
The rude clans of Asturia's heights 
Mingled with Leon's valiant knights, 
Each morn the sun arose upon 
The pride and boast of Arragon, 
Beneath the banners of Castile 
Glittered the spears of burnished steel, 
But foremost in the van of war, 
The gay, the chivalrous Navarre, 
Arrayed its might wherever gleamed 
Honour and glory unredeemed. 

With gorgeous pomp that mighty host, 
Hispania's pride, Christendom's boast, 
Forth like a mighty torrent swept 

Resistless o'er each hostile plain ; 
The widow'd Moorish mothers wept 

And fasted for the fallen slain 
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It saw, it conquered, and the Moor 

Felt that his usurped reign was o'er ; 

Though broken — crushed — he sought again 

To raise the Crescent, but in vain, 

No more its shattered folds his thoughts inspired, 

And with its fall the Moor's last hopes expired ; 

Where once he reigned, he bowed, and bowing 
fell; 
His long — his last — his greatest triumphs o'er, 

He saw his strength decline, and knew too well 
The tidings which defeat and conquest bore, 
And back he fell, a conqueror no more. 

I sing not of the time when mortal men 

Around their names immortal lustre threw ; 
Nor of the gallant Christian warriors, when 

Death o'er their offerings glory's mantle drew ; 
The praises of that martyr throng 

Resound in worthier song than mine, 
In border tale and minstrel song 

Their unforgotten glories shine, 
Undimmed by time and change among 

The past when other stars decline ; 
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But where the lonely Yenil glides 
With voiceless wanderings, and hides 
Its source through many a verdant vale, 
And cold Nevada's heights grow pale, 
There — where its current deeper flows 

Unbroken by the gentlest wave — 
'Mid calm retreat and hushed repose, 

The relics of a lonely grave 
Lay scattered, and e'en in decay 

Allured the stranger to the scene, 
Peasants oft lingered there to pray 

And weep in solitude unseen ; 
But now that grave is known no more, 
Travellers walk unheeding o'er ; 
The sacred charms which lingered there, 
And bowed the pilgrim's soul in prayer, 
Like some forgotten dream have fled ; 
The stone which bade the stranger tread 
Lightly, near that unguarded grave, 
Is known no more, it could not save 
Destruction from that sacred lap of earth, 
The type of love, and love's recorded 
worth. 
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When the Moslems' yoke lay broken, 

And the Christians' conquering swords 
Leapt on high with victory's token, 

And defied their alien lords, 
By Nevada's steeps a warrior, 
Riding through each rough-hewn barrier, 
Forward o'er his charger bending, 
Saw beyond, faintly ascending 

From the borders of the plain, 
Minaret and stately towers, 
Mingled vine and fragrant bowers, 

There he saw his home again ; 
But his brow was stern and clouded, 
O'er his gloomy visions crowded 
Memories when in conquest's hour 
From each arcade, vale, and tow'r, 
Warrior, serf, and Moorish maiden, 
With the spoils of victory laden, 
Thronged on every side to meet him, 
With triumphant song to greet him, 

Pride of Andalusia's might ; 
Now he paused, and sternly gazing, 
Saw no more his vast herds grazing 

On the stern familiar height, 
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And dismounting, there he listened, 

But in vain — he nought could hear ; 
Now no more the valley glistened 

With the Moslems' burnished spear, 
Now no more with victory's token 

Flashed the gleaming torches bright, 
Tales of triumph were unspoken, 

And the sunset's waning light 
Robed the distant hills, unbroken 

As the calm of voiceless night. 



O'er the mountains pale and hoary 

Sunset's beauties lingered yet, 
But the sun of Islam's glory 

O'er his fortress home had set ; 
Twilight's shadows were advancing, 
And his steed impatient prancing 

Snorted the familiar air, 
But the calm of eve declining, 
O'er his home, with soft reclining, 

Bowed the warrior's soul in prayer. 
Al Rhaman, prince of Moslem glory, 

Last of Muza's royal line, 
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O'er whose brow the pale locks hoary- 
Clustered like some fading vine, 
Saw his hopes and riven glory 

With that autumn eve decline ; 
And advancing sadly, slowly, 
Like some humbled pilgrim lowly, 
Tears his stern rude nature bending, 
Holy prayer on high ascending, 
Round his breast his mantle folding, 
Dimly through his tears beholding 
Where the shades of twilight quivered, 
Hope's last leaves ungathered — withered, 
Home deserted, towers forsaken, 
Now no more the stars awaken 
Revelry and mirth and song, 
Stillness reigns o'er every tow'r, 
Calm and peace at twilight's hour 
Strangely to that scene belong ; 
Though defaced by Time's rude fingers, 
'Mid decay some beauty lingers, 

And revives the past again ; 
Crumbling stones and storm-rent towers, 
Roofless walls and faded bowers, 
Seek to chill the heart in vain, 
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And the home of childhood's beauties, 
Cradle of life's hopes and duties, 
Where the happy visions lightly 
Wandered through our thoughts so 

brightly, 
There the soul by passions riven, 
Turns — by worldly conflicts driven, 

Finds a solace for its woe ; 
As life's gathering storm-clouds quiver, 
Calmly o'er its gushing river 

Memory's wavelets come and go ; 
Storm and calm in mystic union, 
Wreathe the soul in sweet communion 

With the wavelets' ceaseless flow. 
Thus Al Rhaman felt, and turning 
Where a light was dimly burning, 

O'er his casements' rough-hewn stone, 
In that solemn hour praying, 
Tears his soul's conflict betraying, 

Must he enter there — alone ? 
From its towers a maiden glancing, 
Saw his Arab steed advancing, 
O'er the pathway rough and dreary, 
Slowly wending, worn and weary, 
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Faithful horse and grateful rider 

Wandering on with slackened rein, 
Until, where the track grows wider 

And is lost upon the plain, 
There the maiden seized his bridle, 

And embraced the warrior's brow, 
There he bowed and claspt the idol 

Of his soul — still dearer now. 
' Nevermore, lone, never 
Shall life's warring conflicts sever 

Thy pure faithful soul from mine ; 
Ever shall my prayers attend thee, 
Evermore this arm defend thee, 

Cease, lone, to repine.' 
And the night-stars brightly streaming, 
O'er that bond, hope — love redeeming, 

Sealed the Moslem's solemn vow. 

The night was calm, no breath of air 

Disturbed the vine-leaves' slender bower ; 

Nature seemed wrapt in voiceless prayer, 
O'er every mountain, vale, and tower ; 

Repose in beauty lingered there, 
Unbroken in that silent hour. 
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Where night's unguarded shadows fell 
Upon the terraced citadel, 
There, mute yet stern, Al Rhaman stood, 
Proud of his scars and Moorish blood- 
Defeated, yet his haughty mien 
Unmoved — surveyed th' deserted scene, 
And in that hour his looks betrayed 
Pride still unbroken, undismayed — 
The conquered was a conqueror still, 
Death could alone subdue his will, 
Beside him, in the cold grey light, 
Ione's slumbers, pure and bright, 
Betrayed how faithfully she kept 
The weary watch while others slept ; 
When dangers thronged, she had disdained 
To welcome flight, but had remained 
Constant through every peril, pain, 
To greet her lord's return again. 
And now, her anxious vigils past, 
No more her visions were o'ercast 
With doubts and fears, upon her brow 
Faith's calm unbroken lingered now, 
And hushed the conflict of her unseen woes 
In that brief hour of calm and sweet repose. 
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Al Rhaman turned, and fondly gazed 

Upon Ione's hueless brow, 
And from his lips, which seldom praised, 

Escaped some faltering praises now, 
And the stern warrior's hand upraised 

Called God once more to seal his vow. 
Strangely upon the still night air 
Mingled his faltering praise and prayer, 
The strong in war, the swift, the brave, 
In council sage, in penance grave, 
Whose valiant arm and jealous pride 
Had hurled back every hostile tide, 
Was humbled now ; soft o'er the maid 

He bowed his head upon his breast, 
And gazing fondly on her said, 

In tones which quivered with unrest : 

' Sleep, faithful one ; since thou didst watch for me 
Unfailing, when my faithless minions fled, 

Unmurmuring will I watch and pray by thee, 
And guard thy slumbers from th' avenger's tread. 

' Sweet hour of sleep ! what fierce contending strife 
Lies hushed, becalmed upon thy tranquil dawn ! 
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Keen sorrows fade within thy folds, and life 
Redeems its wearied strength by labours worn. 

' Sleep, lonely one ; thou art deserted now, 
Forsaken in thy youth ; yet not alone — 

Thy guardian lord shall keep his sacred vow, 
Protect thy honour, dearer than his own. 

' Sweet hour of sleep, which calls the struggling soul 
From the rude strife where men and factions war, 

Bidding despair's rude waters backward roll, 

Unveils the sky where gleams hope's brightest 
star. 

' Sleep, gentle one, in folds of beauty, sleep, 
Since youth's sweet slumbers nevermore return 

To soothe the years when death's pale shadows 
creep 
And dim the hopes which now unsullied burn. 

' Sweet hourof sleep ! what dreams and visions crowd 
The restless brain in one brief fleeting hour ! 

Hope ebbs and flows, faith soars beyond each cloud, 
Life breathes the fragrance of love's unseen 
flow'r.' 
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CANTO THE SECOND. 

NlGHT quivered in the folds of twilight's hour, 
And morning's birth, with struggling gleams of 
light, 

Embraced the summit of each hill and tow'r, 
Scattering the last pale clouds of waning night ; 

Yet still the wearied maiden slept, 

Still by her side Al Rhaman kept 

His faithful watch, and wept and pray'd, 

Though oft his eager glance betray'd 

The conflict of his thoughts, the fear 

Of unseen danger hovering near. 

He knew the avenging Christian host 

Was distant but a league at most ; 

He mused perchance the dawning day 

Would lead them where his fortress lay ; 

A day — an hour — and he might be 

A suppliant in captivity ; 
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And she whom he had vow'd to save 
Might sink dishonoured in the grave, 
Unguarded, friendless, and alone — 
Unmourned, forsaken, and unknown. 

But as he mused and thought and dreamed, 
Night's shadows fled, the morning broke, 
And as its light unchallenged streamed 

Upon her brow, the maid awoke 
And sighed, as if she vainly sought 
To catch some swift retreating thought ; 
A smile betray'd its wayward gleam, 
The offspring of some sweeter dream, 
Where all she loved had passed along 
Chanting the strains of beauty's song, 
Until the dawn of dreamy light 
Confused her thoughts — again 'twas night, 
Once more beside th' unguarded tow'r 
She waited through each lonely hour ; 
Wearied, she sank upon a stone 
To watch, and weep, and pray, alone — 
Alone ? She turned, and at her side 
Al Rhaman gazed with anxious pride ; 
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Though wearied, faint, pale, haggard, worn, 
His parted lips rebelled with scorn, 
His hoary locks dishevelled hung 
Upon his brow, and fiercely flung 
The torture of that wild unrest, 
Welcoming each avenging guest, 
Wrath, hate, revenge, which never tire, 
And feed its ever-rolling fire ; 
His blood-stained mantle loosely wound 
With careless folds his breast around, 
His looks, his mien, his haughty guise, 
Banished sweet slumber from her eyes ; 
He cast one wild bewildering glance 
Upon lone, grasped his lance, 
Then bending low his princely head, 
With mingled love and wrath he said : 

' Sweet are the years when childhood blends 
Unsullied virtue with its mirth, 

And pure unchanged affection lends 
A sweetness of unwritten worth ; 

Life swiftly glides through sunny hours, 

Bedeck'd by fresh unfading flow'rs, 
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Unburden'd by affections torn, 

Nor thinking of to-morrow's dawn, 

Content that morning's brightness brings 

To joy and health sweet offerings. 

How lightly pangs of sorrow sit 

On children's brows ! — sweet visions flit, 

Chastening each thought of grief and 

pain, 
Till mirth and song revive again. 
E'en death's cold shadows, which appal 
Hearts stern and callous, lightly fall 
O'er childhood's dim awakening fears, 
Some trifling joy repeals their tears, 
Affection's sweetness soon beguiles 
Their sorrows into welcome smiles ; 
And when death's shadows circle fast 
Some parent's sufferings, and the past 
Grows fainter till the sufferer's soul 
Soars to its last eternal goal, 
The orphan in the mourner's train 
Seeks for its parent's face in vain ; 
And when they whisper, " She is gone," 
The slender tear-drops one by one 

1 
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Steal down its soft unfurrow'd cheeks, 
Until some swift redeeming thought 
Arrests its tears, and the child speaks 
The simple faith that parent taught, 
Replying to their tears who mourn, 
" Though absent now, she will return, 
Bringing me fruits and flowers — a kiss, 
And I for her will treasure this." 
The orphan stoops to pluck a flow'r, 
And gaily in that solemn hour 
Glides to and fro from side to side, 
Heedless of death's encircling tide, 
Gathering flowers while others mourn, 
Watching and waiting for her return. 

' O happy childhood — not in vain — 
My heart invokes thy smiles again ; 
I see the past once more arise, 
Awakened from its rude disguise ; 
Mountain and vale, where beauty smiled 
From every steep and rugged wild, 
Cool forest shades and rippling streams, 
Suffuse my thoughts like pleasant dreams ; 
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I hear the rude familiar song 
Swell from a ruder warrior throng, 
Mirth, revel, jest, and twilight dance, 
Mingle with chivalrous romance ; 
The festive hour awakes the night, 
And feebly gleams the beacon light ; 
A pledge is given from hand to hand, 
Each warrior owns his chief's command, 
They drink a truce to wounds and woes, 
Confusion to their Christian foes, 
Until the dim retreating night 
Awakes the dawn of morning light. 

' Years pass'd away ; a change came o'er 
The surface of that revel scene, 

For where the Moslem reigned of yore, 
The din of conflict rushed between, 

And steeped the sward with streams of gore 
Where mount and valley intervene. 

' I heard the war-notes loud and shrill 
Swell from each fortress, vale, and hill ; 



Il6 TONE. CANTO It 

The tramp, the clash of gathering men, 
From rugged hamlet, cave, and glen, 
Awoke the land to strife with sword and song, 
Wreaking destruction to avenge a wrong. 

' With thoughts which bowed, opprest my heart, 
I watched that glittering train depart, 
The flow'r, the pride of Moslem might, 
Equipped and eager for the fight, 
Subservient to my sire's command, 
And him they reverenced — his hand 
The sacred banner held — but I, 
Too young, they sternly said, to die, 
Was left in speechless sullen mood — 
Youth, pride rebuked, but not subdued. 

' Night gathered fast ; no breath of air 
Disturbed the gentle muezzin's prayer ; 
The watchman from this lonely tow'r 
Descended in that twilight hour, 
To mingle with th' expectant throng, 
Eager, with lavish praise and song, 
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To welcome home from war and toil 
The warriors rich with plundered spoil. 

' Day dawned, and with its cold grey light 
The Moorish coursers hove in sight, 
Stretched far and wide a goodly throng ; 
But from their ranks no sign nor song 
Arose to tell that Allah's name, 

Triumphant o'er the Christian cross, 
Had put its boasted strength to shame, 

And strewn the mountains with its loss. 
Slowly the cavalcade moved on, 

Mirth, gaiety, restrained by grief ; 
The warriors musing — gazed upon 

The rude couch of their dying chief, 
His Arab steed with haughty stride 
Walked slowly, fondly, at his side, 
And well it knew the rein's command 
Was guided by some stranger's hand ; 
Some with impatient glance betray'd 
The vengeance which their chief delay'd, 
And some, who scorned the thought of fear, 
Scarcely restrained the rising tear ; 
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A solemn melancholy spell 
E'en in that hour of triumph fell, 
Sealing, without one hostile sound, 
The languid calm which reigned around. 

Ah, death, thy shadows feebly fall 

Upon life's fast receding stream, 
Thy terrors can no more appal 

Where love and faith our fears redeem ; 
'Tis not defeat which death thus brings, 

The heights we sought to climb are won 
If from our strivings virtue springs, 

And life declines o'er duties done. 



' At noon the dying chieftain lay, 
Subdued and calm ; the expiring clay 
Quivered within the grasp of death, 
Feebly he drew his heaving breath ; 
His charger neighed within its stall ; 
His warriors gathered in this hall, 
To hear if aught he had to tell — 
To take their last, their sad farewell ; 



CANTO II IONE. 



And, looking round, my hand he grasped : 
" My son, my son," he feebly gasped, 
" To thee my sacred charge I leave : 

Let Allah's faith and Islam's reign, 
By conquest, zeal, and prayer, receive 

Thy power — given not in vain ; 
And ye, o'er whom, though oft assailed, 
No Christian foe has e'er prevailed, 
Will ye defend — e'en unto death — 
My princely line and Allah's faith ? " 
The warriors' souls to his replying, 
Vanquished every fear of dying ; 
Like the deep swell of some " Amen," 
Their answer echoed softly then ; 
E'en now methinks I hear it still 
In fervent tones swell forth — " We will." 

' He spake no more ; a feeble smile 
Lingered around his lips awhile, 
And with that twilight's setting sun 
My sire's last earthly race was run. 

' Through years of famine, exile, pain, 
Tried, tortured by the unsheathed sword, 
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Yet faithful still they did sustain 

The honour of their plighted word ; 
But now, a faithless, fallen race 
(Unworthy of the exalted place 
Their sires bequeathed) is vanquish'd, fled ; 
Hope's last remains lie withered— dead ; 
The Christians' fierce, unchallenged reign 
Will soon invade this fair domain ; 
The Moors' last triumphs, one by one, 
Grow feebler with each setting sun, 
And we must seek 'neath fairer skies 
The freedom which this land denies. 

' Far from this realm of struggling hostile creeds, 
Across the dark blue rolling southern sea, 

There is a land where Afric's verdure pleads 
A refuge for its exiled chivalry, 
lone, there my dreams decree 
Our hearts' last heritage must flee ; 
Hopeless, forsaken, and alone, 
Love's sweet reflections shall atone 
For wounded pride, and loneliness 
Subdue the chidings of distress ; 
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Affliction, hate, revenge, despair, 
Shall vanish on the wings of prayer. 
Nay, chide me not, nor turn away 
To hide tears which unbidden stray ; 
But for thy sake, I should remain, 
Heedless of peril, exile, pain, 
My years and strength are well-nigh 

spent, 
Nought now remains but to repent 
And live at peace with Allah's laws, 
Or perish in his holy cause.' 

He ceased : despair's cold shadows fell 
O'er all lie loved, and loved so well, 
And as the silence o'er him crept, 
The warrior bowed his head and wept. 

lone gazed upon him — sighed, 
And from her lips her heart replied, 
' Al Rhaman, guardian, saviour, friend — 
Thou for whose sake I nightly bend 
My soul in prayer, bear with me now ; 
Dismiss the sadness from thy brow, 
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And let thy pitying ear incline 
A sweet forgiveness unto mine ; 
Grant me the mercy which I plead, 
And hear me in this hour of need. 

' When from this lofty citadel 

I watched thy cavalcade depart, 
A strange, mysterious burden fell 
Upon my gay, expectant heart. 
With wild huzzas the echoes rang, 
As each upon his courser sprang, 
I saw thee beckoning o'er the plain 
That thou wouldst soon return again, 
And from these walls through anxious days 
I learned to meditate and gaze, 
Watching and waiting, but in vain — 
No more thy steeds returned again ; 
And a,s each languid day declined, 
My lonely heart for thee repined, 
Sadly my thoughts began to share 
The heart's first burnings of despair ; 
Each dawn of day brought no relief, 
Anguish and pain succeeded grief; 
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Feebly my restless thoughts aspired, 
Till hope's remotest stars expired. 

' Days, weeks, months, came and rolled away, 

Until, impatient of delay, 

Thy serfs assembled in this hall 

And vowed, if by the morrow's fall 

No tidings of thy fate were heard, 

Each serf should pledge his sacred 

word 
To seek thee, and perchance to save, 
But if too late — avenge thy grave. 

' At break of day, ere toil began, 
These false unwelcome tidings ran : 
" Let every Moslem serf proclaim 
A solemn fast in Allah's name ; 
Let every heart be bowed by grief, 
This day we mourn our fallen chief ; 
The Moslem host is vanquished — fled — 
Al Rhaman sleeps among the dead ; 
The Christian warriors are advancing — 
Hear ye not their war-steeds prancing ? — 
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Far o'er the plain our steps must flee, 
Delay brings death or slavery." 

' Upon their ears the tidings fell 
With an unfathomable knell ; 
A cry of anguish swept the air, 
And bowed the haughty with despair ; 
Vainly my feeble voice essayed 
To soothe their fears, and, undismayed 
Amid the tumult, sought to quell 
Wrath, hate, succeeding to the swell 
Of uncurbed passions, but in vain ; 
At noonday, o'er the southern plain, 
That faithless band, bewildered, fled 
Unchallenged, save by fear and dread, 
And I was left — left all alone, 
No voice re-echoed to my own, 
No friendly footsteps lingered near, 
To mingle with my lot — a tear. 

' When hearts with secret sorrow mourn, 
And hope's unheeded flowers entombed 

Lie crushed, forsaken, broken, torn, 

Where once their sweetest fragrance bloomed, 
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How feebly life pursues its course ! 

Time's circling changes slowly wane, 
As if to mock the heart's remorse, 

Exulting o'er each lingering pain. 

' Through the long hours which hailed advancing 

night, 
My faint hopes quivered with the fading light ; 
Where scarce had ceased the tumult, all was still, 
And through my veins the curdling blood ran 
chill ; 

But in that lonely twilight hour, 

Ascending this deserted tower, 

I saw, advancing o'er the plain, 

A warrior's steed : I looked again — 

'Tis he, Al Rhaman — yet how slack 

His steed pursues the beaten track 

Why does his courser, fleet and strong, 

Linger and tarry there so long ? 

Why art thou sad, my heart ? Peace, peace ; 

To thy regrets he brings release ; 

Danger is vanquished, peril past, 

Thy lost deliverer comes at last. 
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'With mingled joy, hope, fear, and 

pain, 
I hastened o'er the voiceless plain 
To hail the long-expected guest, 
To soothe my lonely heart's unrest ; 
But as I neared the rider's rein, 
My heart's regrets rebelled again : 
There — where deliverance had smiled, 
And dawning hopes my fears beguiled, 
A Christian knight in armour drest, 
His head reclining on his breast, 
Gently restrained his weary steed, 
With faltering rein its course decreed, 
He looked not, spake not, and his eyes 
Betrayed no sign of feigned surprise ; 
Unmoved he gazed upon the ground, 
Until he caught the first faint sound 
Of my footsteps back retreating, 
And his voice with gentle greeting 
Feebly spake : " Stay, gentle maiden, stay, 
In mercy guide my lonely way : 
The shadows of advancing night 
Already dim my aching sight ; 
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My steed is faint, my wounds oppress, 
Hope feebly cheers my heart's distress ; 
Dimly from yon high tower afar, 
There gleams a light, as a pale star 
Which through the darkness lends its light, 
To cheer the lonely hours of night. 
Thy garb betrays thy Moorish birth — 
Shall hostile creeds subdue the worth 
Of man to man, or break the chain 

Which binds the stronger to the weak ? 
Shall the great God unite in vain 

Hope's scattered fragments faith would seek ? 
Let not thy fierce impassioned zeal 
Subdue the nobler thoughts which feel 
Another's woes, nor hate revile 
Where love's reproofs should learn to smile ; 
Say, wilt thou guide my wanderings, and receive 
My prayers and praises, all I have to give ? " 

' The stranger paused ; his anxious glance 

Fell coldly on his shivered lance ; 

His brow, pale as the hues of death, 

Was plough'd with pain ; his faltering breath 
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Gasped feebly from his broken frame, 
Which life could scarcely now reclaim. 

' I answered not, nor looked reply, 

To leave him was to bid him die, 

And yet to save might be to spare 

A life not worth a Moslem's prayer ; 

Perchance, too, in the heat of strife 

He took away Al Rhaman's life — 

Ah ! could I ever then forgive 

The gentler thoughts which bade him live ? 

All this — and more — rushed o'er my soul 

As some swift stream's conflicting roll, 

Until by slow degrees at length, 

Praying for Allah's guidance, strength, 

I ventured near ; with trembling hand, 

I took the weary steed's command, 

And sadly, slowly, through night's drooping 
pall, 

I led him to this solitary hall.' 

Al Rhaman stooped ; his fierce eyes caught 
The fire his rising passions wrought ; 
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' This Christian knight — his rank — his name — 
Tell me—' 

' Gon salvo ? ' 

' 'Tis the same 
Who led the Christians in the van, 
When through our ranks from man to man 
Terror, dismay, confusion ran ; 
Each night his shadow lingers in my dreams, 
Each night I steep his brow in gory streams : 
Allah, how long shall justice be delay'd, 
And vengeance drip from thee, my trusty 
blade ? ' 

lone started— anguish wrung 
Faltering reply from quivering tongue : 
' Nay, nay, Al Rhaman, chide me not 
If in that hour my heart forgot 
The hate I had been taught to bear 
Christian lineage and prayer. 
Pity, though stricken, from its bondage springs, 
Breathing a sweetness o'er life's deepest stings, 
Until hate's darkest shadows fade away, 
As waning night unfolds the dawn of day. 

K 
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What charms lie couched beneath its gentle wings ! 

How the faint soul, revived, uprising springs 

Beyond the soul-corrupting things of earth, 

Wreathed in the folds of love's redeeming worth. 

Beside his couch, through the long hours 

Which burdened life's receding pow'rs, 

I watched and soothed his feverish sleep, 

And felt the sweetness when we reap 

The thoughts which bid us to forgive, 

And teach the lowliest how to live ; 

Rocked by the conflict which beguiles 

The heart's unquiet into smiles, 

Wearied with doubt, mocked by despair, 

My heart's repinings lingered there, 

And in the stranger's hueless face, 

My soul's compassion learned to trace 

An echo of unwritten worth, 

The love which makes a heaven of earth. 

And with each day's declining sun 

Our hearts' affections grew as one ; 

Alien in race, by creed estranged, 

Love lingers still — pure, sweet, unchanged, 
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An echo of the life to be, 

The source of immortality. 

And with to-morrow's setting sun 

He comes, the welcome bridal guest, 
To claim the triumph love has won 

O'er the heart's purest, first unrest ; 
He comes with to-morrow's declining ; 

Al Rhaman, wouldst thou bid me fly, 
And leave him unwelcomed — repining, 

Unmourned by a tear or a sigh ? 
Hast thou ne'er loved and loved in vain ? 
Ah, then, thou knowest not the pain 
Which springs from love's first altar riven, 
And hope's sweet offerings exiled, driven, 
A scattered remnant of life's sweetest dreams, 
A desert where once strayed familiar streams.' 

lone paused ; she saw unfold 

Upon Al Rhaman's lowering brow, 

Passion's stern conflict uncontrolled ; 
Affection's smiles were banished now ; 

His eyes, with warring passions bright, 

Flashed like some unforbidden light 
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Which woos the shadows where it falls, 
And to our wondering gaze recalls 
The memory of forgotten things, 
A riven veil where faith still clings ; 
His fiery glance and haughty mien 
Lent a mock grandeur to the scene ; 
His flowing robe and waving hair, 
His strong right arm uplifted — bare, 
His brow uncovered, lips comprest, 
The conflict of his heaving breast, 
His lordly height and outstretched hand, 
Moulded by Nature to command, 
Seemed in that solemn, silent hour 
Invested with unearthly power, 
As with a wild prophetic wail, 
His voice awoke the silent vale. 

' Daughter of Christian parents, child 

Of some debased Italian sire, 
Whose heart from thee so soon beguiled, 

Whose love for thee so soon could tire, 
That thou wert sold without regret, 
To ease him from a burdening debt, 
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Which vice and indolence had thrown 
O'er what he still could call his own ; 
So young, and yet the tender years 
Of childhood's beauty, steeped in tears, 
Could not redeem a parent's zeal, 
Nor wake in him what thou didst feel ; 
I came, I saw thee, 'mid the throng 

Of slaves awaiting to be sold, 
I heard thee as I passed along, 

I bought thy freedom with my gold, 
Wept o'er the chidings of distress, 
And soothed thee in thy loneliness, 
Watched by thee through long hours of 

pain, 
Welcoming health's return again. 
And thou wert free as mountain air ; 

Life— by no passions riven — 
Was sweeter than the muezzin's prayer, 

Which steals becalmed at even. 
Awakening years awoke the birth 
Of pleasure, gaiety, and mirth ; 
Youth, health, and beauty lingered long, 
Like some sweet unforgotten song ; 
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Loved, honoured, reverenced by all, 

Maidens and serfs obeyed thy call, 

Warriors were ready to defend, 

Where dangers threatened to attend, 

Breathing thy name e'en with their latest breath, 

Remembering thee amid the pangs of death. 

' Mark well my brow, this rugged scar behold — 
Hath it no vagrant memories to unfold ? 
This wound, thp deepest, deadliest, not the last, 
Speaks to thee through the chaos of the past, 
With keen reproach its silent furrow shames 
Thy base ingratitude, and loud proclaims 
Thee helpless, amid fierce encircling flames, 
And I alone among the awe-struck brave, 
Who dared the peril and defied the grave. 
But now life's course is nearly run, 
Night's shadows pale its setting sun ; 
My strength, for thee once freely given, 
By adverse conflicts backward driven, 
Slowly recedes toward the grave, 
While none are near or seek to save ; 
Yet thou canst smile o'er all my loss, 
And woo a warrior of the Cross, 
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Warble his love songs, and embrace 
A conqueror of my fallen race, 
Mingling in triumph with the prayer 
Which mocks the Moslem's mute despair. 
But no, it cannot, shall not be ; 
Allah ! is this thy just decree ? 
My vengeance shall not be denied ; 
I spurn thee, for my goaded pride 
Rebels at last, my blood runs chill ; 
Alas ! thou art a woman still, 
Or I would strike, efface the name 
Which dares to breathe a Moslem's shame, 
And ' 

More Al Rhaman might have spoken, 

But his angry threats were hushed ; 
The conflict of his wrath was broken, 

And where the hot fierce blood had rushed 
Seemed lifeless now. Keen through the air, 
The agony of chilled despair 
Broke from I one's lips : she fell 

Mute, pale, and trembling at his feet ; 
Her parted lips refused to tell 

The pulse of thoughts which still would beat, 
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Quivering in every nerve — the swell 
When rushing hostile waters meet. 

He cast one anxious, pitying gaze, 

Where hate had scarcely ceased to chill, 
And kneeling, gently sought to raise 

lone, pale and prostrate still. 
Pity's reproofs subdued his pride, 

Compassion's secret depths were stirr'd ; 
He dashed the falling tear aside — 

' lone, look — speak but a word ; 
Smile on me — tell me, dost thou live ? 
Say, sweet one, wilt thou not forgive ? 
Must I thus plead, but plead in vain ? 
Wilt thou not smile e'en once again ? ' 

She answered not, but gently wound 
Her arms with beauty's grace around 
The warrior's neck, and kissed the tears 
Of love — hope — joy, succeeding fears, 

And all was still ; 
A thousand tongues could not invoke, 
Nor hate's avenging visions chill, 
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The hallowed mystery which broke 
That fettered calm, though neither spoke ; 
And yet it lives and lingers still, 
Unchanged, in every pure sweet soul which lives 
That life, the noblest, which forgets, forgives. 
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CANTO THE THIRD. 

There is a time — a fleet, unmeasured hour — 
When life betrays the gush of hidden things, 
And feels the swell of mute mysterious pow'r 
Which from some secret source unbidden springs, 
And bears each restless thought aloft 
With noiseless flight, pure, swift, yet soft 
As falling snow, till o'er the rush 
Of din and conflict falls the hush 
Of voiceless calm ; an unveiled light 
Breaks through life's all-surrounding night ; 
The heart echoes some sweet refrain, 
Welcoming love's return again ; 
The restless, fluttering soul is caught, 
Whirled by some rhapsody of thought, 
Beyond control, till it forgives, 
And feels the loftiness which lives 
That transient hour, declining, past 
Too loved, too beautiful to last. 
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The morn-dews o'er the mountain summits hung, 

Still to her guardian lord lone clung ; 

Though neither moved nor spake, each glistening 

eye 
Looked the sweet language which rebukes reply, 
Love through the stillness echoing— how vain 
Through words to speak what words could but 

profane ! 

There, where fierce passions forth had leapt, 
And cold avenging conflicts swept 
Al Rhaman's brow — there, at his side 
The remnants of his broken pride 
Mingled with her confused caress, 
Estranged from hate to tenderness, 
His brow embraced by beauty's mould, 
His hoary locks entwined with gold 
Drooped o'er her, and his rude caress 
Dispell'd the shadows of distress, 
Chivalry's might its succour lending — 
Age, pride with youth's affections blending 
The radiance of that faith which springs 
From earth's regrets to higher things. 
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Nature rejoiced ; the morning sun 

Broke softly o'er with radiant kiss, 
Each smiled where each new hope had won ; 

For them had come that hour of bliss, 
Alas ! too brief — receding fast ; 
The fleeting hour declines — -'tis past, 
An echo shakes the mountain air, 
Again — again — till, pausing there, 
A rider in unchristian garb 
Restrains his wild, impetuous barb, 
His dark eyes gleam, but not with fear ; 
His faltering words confuse the ear, 
His restless hands are raised aloft, 
A few strange words, repeated oft, 
Break through the dim confusing hum — 
' The Christian foe — they come, they come ! ' 

Al Rhaman heard it, and his eye 
Defiance flashed— he scorned to fly ; 
He spake not, but his visage changed ; 
With restless glance his fierce eyes ranged 
From side to side, his brow betrayed 
The passions which his voice delayed ; 
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But as he paused, upon the air 

A gentle voice was heard, and there 

At his feet lone kneeling 

Scarce restrained the tear-drops stealing 

O'er the rider's hueless face, 
Where he spake, he fell, replying 
Feebly, for the pangs of dying 

Ploughed his brow with rude embrace. 

Let the proud soul, which clings to fortune's birth, 
Reflect what deeds of unremembered worth 
The common lot of suffering calls forth — 
What trivial actions with new beauties blend 
When chased, performed, for no ambitious end ; 
Their offerings unblemished — love the price, 
Which buys — redeems the willing sacrifice. 

There, in Ione's soft embrace, 
The rider found a resting-place, 
A serf, yet none more worthy ever 
Could love redeem or passions sever ; 
Devotion's pilgrim, duty's slave, 
Reclining on the unmown sward, 
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A smile, a tear, his rich reward, 
Had sown in zeal to reap the grave ; 
He cast one dreamy, anxious look, 
Ere life his quivering frame forsook, 
And raised his hand, for speech was dumb, 
Beckoning beyond — 'They come, they 
come! ' 

Al Rhaman, mute, his gaze extending 
Where the serf's pale hand was bending 

Toward the hills' unbroken swell, 
Saw the Christian legions streaming, 
Banners, spears, and cohorts gleaming 

Where the sun unclouded fell. 
He heard — but heeded not — afar 
The chantings of triumphant war, 
Silently gazed in sullen mood, 
Wrapt in thought's lofty solitude, 
Broken in pride, yet unsubdued. 
His eyes, with cold, imperious glance, 
Surveyed his fallen trusty lance, 
As if his soul, disdaining flight, 
From some unseen exalted height 
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Beheld with scorn the implements of strife, 
And mused o'er gory battle-plains, life with life 
Struggling to grasp some gem from glory's wreath, 
The prize — the prize ungained — trampled beneath. 

lone, o'er her burden bending, 

Heard the distant sacred swell ; 
Priests and knightly warriors blending, 
Psalms and sacred prayers ascending, 

On her ear bewildering fell ; 
But the serf— pale — feebly sighing, 

Caught their echoes from afar, 
Like the heavenly host replying 
Music to the pangs of dying, 

Came those solemn notes of war ; 
And he smiled, the sweet death-glory 

Of a life which dies to save, 
Nobler than names which live in story, 

Dying as he had lived — a slave. 

Al Rhaman sate by the lonely tow'r, 
His regal deserted seat, 



144 IONE. canto m 

And the shadow it cast in that solemn hour 
Seemed like the remains of his earthly pow'r 

Scattered and strewn at his feet ; 
He sate like a martyr, unbroken — 

A prisoner unfettered with chains, 
And the gush of his thoughts was unspoken, 

Unbridled by fear's curbing reins. 
Visions of glory one by one 
Streamed through the past like summers 

gone; 
He saw not what he gazed upon, 
But mused of passions unavenged, 
Of future hopes for ever changed — 
Lowered his brow as if to scan 

The mysteries of subtle fate, 
He saw the glittering Christian van 

Already throng the outer gate, 

A chieftain, but no longer great. 
With unsheathed swords' resplendent sheen 
That warrior host awoke the scene, 
And where the sunlight glanced between, 
They saw lone, gently bending 

O'er the unrelinquished dead, 
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Heard the maiden's prayer ascending, 
Hushed the triumph war-notes, blending 

Strangely where a soul had fled, 
And as the calm around them crept, 
Forth from his seat Al Rhaman stept, 
And well his haughty, lofty mien, 
Silently, slowly, strode the scene ; 
No sign of anguish or despair 
To outward glances lingered there, 
His voice with unimpassioned swell 
Upon the air unfaltering fell : 

' The hour is past, the season changed, 

Since thou and I in conflict met, 
And I must cherish unavenged 

Whate'er my soul cannot forget, 
By conflict, race, and creed estranged, 

All — each of these would sever ; yet 
There is a barrier which divides 

From conquerors the conquered race, 
A chainless bondage which derides 

The struggles it cannot efface. 
Afar the Angel Freedom stands, 

U 
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Loosing the bonds from subject lands, 
Filling with flowers withered hands. 
Alas ! what travail, anguish, strife, 
Veil, intercept this freer life ! 
The mockery of victory lends 
Its triumphs oft for baser ends, 
For where the struggling seek to rise, 
Some cloud o'ershadows glory's skies, 
And they whom no defeat can foil, 
Uprising through unceasing toil, 
Reap but a remnant of the spoil. 

' Far, far and wide, unnumbered graves 
Betoken how the Moors can die ; 

The Moslems are not willing slaves, 
Fear — torture — desolation nigh, 

Cannot subdue, nor pity bend, 

Where hate may strike but never rend. 

' Am I your prisoner ? Be it so ; 
The triumph of a generous foe 
Respects the rank his captives share, 
Demands not that their pride should bear 



canto in IONE. 147 

The mockery of a second fall, 

Since they have dared — risked — lost their all ; 

This is my right, yet nought I crave 

Thou wouldst deny thy meanest slave, 

Behold yon maiden, how she lends 

The sweetness where affection bends 

O'er pity's guest-; and I have vowed 

What words profane to speak aloud, 

A sacred vow, to cherish — guide — support 

Her tender years, through good or ill report. 

Wilt thou deny me this ? 't is all I claim — 

Yet stay, my soul demands in Allah's name 

Freedom to worship as our hearts proclaim.' 

' Al Rhaman,' thus the Christian chief replied, 
' Thy claims are just, and shall not be denied. 
We war not with defenceless maids, nor 

wreak 
On hoary locks whate'er revenge we seek, 
One aim, one glory — this, our natal place, 
We seek to yield back to its native race, 
Our cause is freedom — yet I will not wrong 
Thy jealous honour, nor thy fate prolong ; 
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Though captives, ye are noble, and shall share 
The best — the choicest of our frugal fare, 
Here let thy conflicts cease, thy sorrows end, 
And thou mayst find e'en in a foe — a friend.' 

Al Rhaman spake not, but a sigh 

Escaped Ione's lips unheard ; 
She saw her loved Gonsalvo nigh, 

Yet one false step — a look — a word, 
Might rouse Al Rhaman's unsuspecting pride, 
Imperil what she loved o'er all beside, 
Dethrone her hopes, and steep with bitter tears 
The cherished joys which gleamed through future 

years. 
Gonsalvo saw her quivering lip, and guess'd 
The ebb of thoughts receding unexpress'd, 
Love's transient triumphs, chill'd, subdued by art, 
Conscience obeyed, but truth denied the heart. 

A hasty meal, a brief repose, 
And long ere morning dews arose, 
That fortress lay behind the track, 
But one among the captives' train 
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Upon his home looked lingering back, 
Which he might ne'er behold again, 
lone, seated at his side, 
Beheld the wrecks of wounded pride, 
And sought to banish his distress 
With words and looks of tenderness, 
But sought in vain, his was the grief 
When words of cheer bring no relief, 
The loneliness of suffering which conceals 
From human gaze the misery it feels. 

A night of beauties, yet a night of woes, 
Drooped o'er the captives' unredeemed repose ; 
Upon their brows the morning's vain regret, 
Even in sleep, unbroken lingered yet ; 
They heard not the inspiring words which ran 
Unchallenged through the camp from man to man : 
' The Moors have risen, and Hispania's king 
Has come to share our wounds and suffering ; 
To-night brave Ferdinand assumes command, 
To wield war's sceptre with his royal hand, 
To-morrow — and the Moorish rebel host 
Shall vainly sigh towards its native coast.' 
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With warm reflecting rays, a midnight lamp 

Undimmed, burned brightly in the royal camp ; 

Beneath a tented canopy, sedate, 

The Christian king in solemn council sate ; 

Courtiers and knights, warriors of princely blood, 

In musing attitude around him stood, 

The war of words had ceased, none dared to 

break 
The fettered stillness till the monarch spake, 
' Why this delay ? Let those who share 
The vassalage of doomed despair, 
Reveal whatever fears oppress 
Pride, chivalry with heaviness. 
This rebel host betrays the life 
Of restless, vain, inglorious strife ; 
As the struck foe recoils again, 
Maddened by each succeeding pain, 
The vanquished Moslem struggles yet, 
Mingling rebellion with regret, 
Threatening where dangers cannot foil, 
And glorying but in plundered spoil. 
Bring forth the captives — haste — away 1 
My spirit will not brook delay ; 
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To-night our royal feast they share, 
To-morrow view the spoils we bear.' 

He turned, and saw with haughty glance 
Gonsalvo leaning on his lance, 
Sternly he asked with mock surprise, 
' Why is Gonsalvo sad ? His eyes 
Betray ambition's baffled course, 
Unanswering love, or griefs remorse, 
Approach, Gonsalvo ; answer now, 
What sadness sits upon thy brow ; 
Thou knowest well these are not hours 
To muse of love and lovers' bow'rs ; 
Race, kindred, faith beset with foes, 
Should leave thy youth but scant repose ; 
Where dangers threaten, glories press ; 
Souls which would rise must linger less 
Upon the threshold of that life, 
Which seeks rewards but shuns its strife.' 

Footsteps approach ; the captives brought, 
Restrain Gonsalvo's warm retort, 
The meal is spread, the slaves retire, 
Minstrels invoke the sweet-toned lyre, 
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Mirth, music, maidens circle fast 
The festive board ; the die is cast — 
The king commands, the captives bow, 
Compassion mounts the monarch's brow, 
He sees, where he had thought to hate, 
The vassals of mysterious fate, 
Beauty allied with lovelier things, 
Chivalry poised with tameless wings, 
Broken in hopes, yet nobly great. 

' Al Rhaman, though our arms enthral 
Where once thy warriors deemed thee 
great, 

Though strongholds undefended fall, 
And leave thy dwellings desolate, 

I know thy haughtiness ; thy fame 

A hundred battle-fields proclaim ; 

E'en in adversity, thy pride 

Rebukes despair where some would chide, 

Yet pause — reflect — pride's haughtiest slave 

Oft perils where he seeks to save, 

He who would conquer, first must bend, 

And through life's lowlier toils ascend. 
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' Where Yenil's waters feebly chase 
The verdure of luxuriant slopes, 
A remnant of thy fallen race, 

Nurtured by strange unfathomed hopes, 
Is risen ; but their rebel camp, 
Portrayed beside yon burning lamp, 
Ere one more twilight's shadows quiver, 
Is doomed to perish, and for ever. 
Yet if thou wouldst thy fate redeem, 
And stem the gush of gory stream, 
If thou wouldst save thy broken race, 
And from this land of tombs efface 
War's withering blight, incline thine ear, 
And ponder well what thou dost hear ; 
Compassion mingled with regret 
Should anchor pride and wrath forget. 

' Son of a hostile creed, behold 

This parchment and its writ decree, 

Since from its leaves hope may unfold, 
And ransom thy captivity. 

Each day, each hour, the Moorish band 
Watch, wait, and pray for thy return, 
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Vowing to follow thy command, 

And death unheeding, danger spurn. 
Though thou art captive, yet thy hand, 
Unseen, may yet control, command, 
Here, take this pen, Al Rhaman, write 
Upon this scroll — haste, for the night 
Is far advanced — and thus reply 
To those who still my power defy : 
" I am a captive, and despair 
Hovers around me everywhere ; 
Long have I pondered o'er our fate, 
Domains destroyed, lands desolate, 
Hopes unredeemed, to find at last 
A hopeless chaos — glory past. 
Why this inglorious strife prolong ? 
Are we not weak — the Christians strong ? 
Wouldst thou add burdens to our yoke, 
And every Christian's wrath invoke 
Upon our fall ? Cease this vain strife, 
And seal the graves of wasted life. 
Each night I pray the Christian's God 
To guide me where His saints have trod ; 
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Beseeching Him through praise and prayer 
For blessings that our race may share." 

' Frown not, Al Rhaman,' said the King, 

' The hour is past for looks to sting, 

Take — sign this parchment ; some brave knight 

Shall bear it to yon camp this night ; 

E'en if refused and blood be spilt, 

Thou art unstained, not thine the guilt. 

Turn not away — thy gleaming eyes 

Feebly conceal thy soul's disguise ; 

Deny the Crescent for the Cross, 

Embrace thy freedom — count the loss 

Of fortune, splendour, fame, and lands, 

Against the might of my commands ; 

But if thou dare my offer spurn, 

And base ingratitude return, 

If pride refuse to humble, then — 

But answer now ere I condemn.' 

Al Rhaman drew his flowing vest 
Loosely around, and thus address'd : 
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' Most Christian king, thy words oppress 
Captivity with bitterness ; 
Regret is changed, transformed to hate, 
Hope's stranded wrecks lie desolate ; 
Where virtue taught my soul to cling, 
Thy venomed tongue has poured its sting, 
Probing the wounds pride may conceal, 
Affection soothe, but never heal. 
Art thou a king ? and yet wouldst thou 
Implant Cain's curse upon my brow? 
Am I less kingly though the pains 
Of anguish course my princely veins ? 
I scorn thy threat and spurn thy gold — 
Honour may not be bought and sold ^ 
Not all the wealth of Christian lands 
Could bow my knee to thy demands. 
Though night's last hours retreating wane, 
Thou mayest plead, but plead in vain ; 
Though tortures threaten, hatred chill, 
My creed, unalterable still, 
Shall cling to every link of Moslem faith, 
Sustain in life and comfort me in death.' 
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The rush of unconcealed disdain 

Swept like a torrent o'er the King ; 
With lowering brow he spake again, 

His voice with passion quivering : 
' Away, proud Moor ! I loathe thy name, 
And spurn thy attributes of fame, 
I am a king — a conqueror, 
But thou a nation's murderer, 
Whose haughty spirit will not bend 
To save thy race, nor e'en descend 
To counsel, where thy princely blood 
Might challenge war's advancing flood ; 
Though rank rebel, and passions chide, 
Captivity shall humble pride, 
And teach thee when thy bonds enthral, 
To mourn thy last, thy greatest fall. 
Alfonso, take these captives ; bear 

This warrior to yon tower this night, 
Convey him closely guarded, where 

His dreary dungeon's drearier light 
Shall look towards his daughter's tent, 
That from his captive battlement 
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He may behold, but never share, 
His daughter's unbought freedom there 
Away ! his presence burdens now — 
Defiance still engraves his brow — 
And may his soul's wild restless strife 
Wreak vengeance on his lonely life.' 

lone sate in her tented bow'r, 

Unsought lay th' unruffled pillow, 
Life's tender bark in that stormy hour 

Seemed girt by each merciless billow ; 
She pondered o'er Al Rhaman's fate, 
Gonsalvo's love, the monarch's hate, 
But every source of hope and strength 
Stray'd to the same regrets at length ; 
Even love's purest, gentlest art, 
Whose musings cheer the youthful heart, 
Could not restore — revive, nor prayer 
Dispel the shadows of despair. 
No more her hands the guitar swept ; 

In beauty's loneliness she bowed ; 
More lovely in distress, she wept, 

A voiceless mourner — not aloud, 
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Lest loved Gonsalvo, hovering nigh, 
Should hear her vain resistless sigh, 
And seek to soothe — but seek in vain — 
Her sufferings bequeathed the pain, 
Which wreathes the soul with subtle sway, 
Till sorrow wears itself away. 

When life repines, deserted, crushed, alone, 
And hope's pale leaves around lie thickly strewn, 
When friend and foe alike in cold disdain 
Reproach — revile where love can scarce sustain ; 
One sheaf upon life's desert wastes faith gleans, 
On which the tired soul reposing leans, 
And in its strength rebukes, defies despair, 
Sustained by thy strong arm, O hour of prayer ! 

Through the last hour of lingering night 

lone wept — prayed — wept again ; 
Compassion's unforbidden flight, 

Despising every hostile pain, 
Sought in that calm, unbroken hour, 
Al Rhaman's lonely captive tow'r, 
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To share his anguish, soothe his woes, 
And smoothe the pillow of repose, 
Till the pale light around her stealing, 
Once more her loneliness revealing, 
Recalled her thoughts back from their flight, 
To mingle with retreating night 
A prayer — the heart's last refuge, best — 
To soothe the o'erburdened soul's unrest ; 
And as the waning night delay'd 
Its last farewells, lone prayed. 

' Eternal Father, round whose throne has swept 

Ages on ages heaven's seraphic air, 
To whom in sorrow none have vainly wept, 
Wilt Thou incline forgiveness, and accept 

A maiden's prayer ? 

' Though rude unnumbered warriors round me 
sleep, 
No voice replying answers to my own, 
Though morn's returning shadows backward creep, 
And countless sleepers into action leap, 

I am alone. 
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' Unfettered, yet life's prostrate powers gasp 

And sigh where once I lingered to command ; 
Sleep oft restores within my feverish grasp 
Beauties which morning withers, and I clasp 

A withered hand. 

' Where yonder tower rears its gloomy head, 

Oh, may Thy presence cheer its lonely guest, 
And ransom hope where every hope has fled, 
Keep faith secure from the despoiler's tread, 

And crush unrest. 

' How changes roll on change ! Last summer-tide 

Life's gentlest wavelets rippled at my feet ; 
But now wrecked love and scattered hopes deride — 
Where pleasures flow'd, rude chastening waters 
chide, 

And ceaseless beat. 

' Oh, when will war's wild gory flood be stay'd, 
And erring man's inglorious conflicts cease ? 
How long shall angel voices be delay'd 
To hail creation's offerings array'd 

In robes of peace ? 
M 
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' Father of Light, Thy prophet's name redeem ; 
Where darkness threatens let Thy presence 
shine, 
Till love, faith, hope, like stars at midnight gleam, 
Over each wandering soul unclouded stream 

A light Divine — 

' A light Divine, whose radiance shall embrace 

The struggling remnants of conflicting creeds, 
Where every alien faith and hostile race, 
In one unbroken train, new hopes may trace 

Where virtue leads.' 

lone felt the still cold air 

Burdened by thoughts which harrow'd prayer ; 

E'en while the ready accents ran, 

An unconcealed conflict began, 

But now, devotion's duty ended, 

The weight of loneliness descended 

Crushing the solace e'en of prayer, 
Until the wearied maiden wept, 
And bowing where she sorrowed, slept, 

And found an unsought refuge there. 
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The morning sun unclouded streamed 

Where sleep her eyelids gently press'd ; 
Youth — beauty — by repose redeemed, 

Lay ransomed from regret to rest, 
Until the air with voices filled 
Chastened her pillow'd brow, and chilled 
The pulse of sleep ; the sleeper woke, 
And started, for confusion broke 
On every side— the air was rife 
With every sound of bloodless strife, 
Listening — one name survived her fears, 
And rang, re-echoed in her ears — 
She heard the strange report which ran — 
' They come ! Al Rhaman leads the van.' 

lone looked out from her lonely tent, 
And gazed at the ruined battlement, 
As if, in sadness gazing there, 
She sought an answer to her prayer ; 
Gloom wreathed its barren towers, and yet 
No warrior trod the parapet, 
Nought but the din of war replying, 
Answered her soul's confusion ; sighing, 
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Captive to all that makes life, free, 
She stood, still gazing dreamily, 
Until a voice, like some sweet song 

Which breathes new beauties over life, 
Address'd her in the Moorish tongue, 

Recalled her soul from sorrow's strife. 
She turned, and, lo ! a Moorish maid 

Of youthful years and blushing brow, 
Far from the royal camp had stray'd, 

Seeking Ione's tent, and now, 
Its refuge found, the danger past, 
One look of tenderness she cast, 
And, leaning where the sunlight glowed, 
In gentlest tones her accents flowed. 

' lone, if thy hallowed name 
My trembling lips may dare proclaim, 
Forgive— chide not — nor coldly greet 
The maid thou dost so strangely meet, 
Yet not a stranger— through the years 
When sorrow chastened childhood's fears, 
Thou didst beguile my weary hours 
With sacred song and fragrant flow'rs ; 
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And e'en when I was captive borne 
To wait upon the Christian king, 
Memories of thee survived each morn, 
Sustained hopes prostrate, quivering ; 
In sleep my restless visions caught 
The beauties which thy presence wrought ; 
'Mid wounds and woes the thought of thee 
Solaced my lone captivity. 

' Why is lone sad ? The morn 
Rebukes regret with angry scorn, 
Allah has heard a maiden's prayer, 
To soothe the strivings of despair. 
This morn at break of day there came 

These tidings to the royal tent : 
" Al Rhaman, prince of Moorish fame, 

To yonder tower captive sent, 
Has dared its giddy perill'd height, 

And mounting an unharnessed steed, 
Pursued a barren, trackless flight, 

Towards his native rebel creed." ' 

lone felt a gush of tears 

Betray her soul's unfathomed fears, 
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Anguish succeeding hope, till prayer — 

Like some stray thought which rescues life, 

Amid the soul-destroying strife — 
Subdued the chidings of despair, 
As bending gently, fondly now 
She kissed the Moorish maiden's brow ; 
But as they stood embracing there, 

Bathed by the warm reviving sun, 
A cloud of arrows filled the air, 

Announced the battle had begun. 
Standing amid the shafts of death, 
Wreathed by war's warm avenging breath, 
While others spake of blood — pursuing praise — 
They talked of lovers — love — and happier days. 

Brief was the conflict ere there ran 
A strange report along the van, 
Moslem and Christian, friend and foe, 
Mingling gazed on the plain below ; 
lone looked toward the plain 
With anxious vigils, but in vain, 
' What means this sudden hush of strife ? 
Peace hovering — where war is rife, 
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Why stand the slayers mid the slain, 
Victors nor vanquished quit the plain ? ' 

The Moorish maiden answered not, 

Until, a ruined pile ascending, 
She viewed afar the distant spot 

Where each one's eager gaze was bending, 
And from that rude sepulchral height, 

With faltering tongue her faint replies 
Descended — as the voice of night, 

Answering love in love's disguise : 
' Where yonder rugged hill reclines 

Toward the barren border plain, 
And fruitless wild ungathered vines 

Lie crushed, no more to rise again, 
I see a knight of kingly worth, 
A prince — though not of princely birth — 
The chosen chief of Christian brave, 

Gonsalvo — knight of gay Navarre, 

The loved in peace, the skilled in war, 
Goes forth to conquest or the grave ; 
And now an aged Moorish foe 
Emerges from the plain below, 
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Whose waving mantle, hoary hair, 
Stream like a pennant through the air ; 
Heralds of usurped liberty, 
Champions of hostile chivalry, 
As rival streams to the same ocean flow, 
Into the unwalled arena they go ; 
They mount — retire — return — advance — 
The Christian warrior wields his lance ; 
The Moor unarmoured, lightly clad 
With flowing robe and turban'd plaid, 
Sweeps wildly on his Christian foe, 
And strikes, but harmless falls the blow. 
Unhorsed, unhurt, again they press, 
To dare death's gory chill caress, 
Look, look, lone, how they plough 
The kindred furrowed earth, and now — ' 

lone heard, but answered not, 
Her quivering lips refused reply, 

But where a rude deserted cot 

Betrayed its rugged shadows nigh, 

A lordly steed, its rider slain, 

Grazed — undisturbed by death's domain ; 



canto in IONE. i6g 

Thither lone sped, and sprang 

Upon the courser, waved adieu — 
Far o'er the hill the echoes rang, 

E'en when the steed was lost to view. 
On o'er the dying and the dead 
Unchecked the fiery courser sped ; 
A few stray arrows rend the air, 
But fall unheeded, harmless there. 
The plain is reached, the arena gained, 
Toward the strife the steed is reined, 
And as the foes again prepare 

With goaded steed and maddened mien, 
E'en as their weapons cleaved the air 

Ione's charger plunged between, 
But where it plunged — it faltered — fell — 

And bore its rider to the earth, 
Gonsalvo's lance with keen cold swell 

Lay buried in Ione's girth, 
And chilled the unredeemed farewell 

Which love demands of love's sweet worth. 

Then from their hostile steeds descending, 
Moorish chieftain, Christian knight, 
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Death's cold haughty stillness blending 

Souls which life could ne'er unite, 
They raised her from th' ensanguined earth, 

And bore her from her couch of gore, 
Between the hostile banners forth 

In silence strode the solemn corps, 
Until they reached a distant hill, 
And there — where all was calm and still — 
Al Rhaman looked towards his home, 
And sighed — as if he fain would roam 
Thither — a crownless king. — Afar 
He viewed the scattered wrecks of war, 
Then bending where lone lay, 
He sought to kiss her wounds away, 
Lingering with sorrow's secret swell, 
To hear her mute unbreathed farewell. 

( Gonsalvo ' — thus Al Rhaman spake— 
' Death hath its duties : for her sake 
I tear the hatred from my heart — 
As foes we met, as friends we part ; 
Since thou didst love her soul in life, 
Desert her not e'en in death's strife. 
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But -where she followed — faithful fell, 
Go view the spot, and mark it well, 
Raise there affection's tribute — worthy grave, 
O'er the loved — loving — beautiful and brave ; 
Help with thy prayers one who now goes — for- 
gives — 
She cannot die to me while memory lives,' 

Then, as if life's last duties done, 

He wound his mantle round his breast — 

A look — a sigh — and he was gone, 
The distant hills' retreating guest ; 

But through the years. where pale hopes shone, 

He came no more, alas ! for none 
Can trace his pillowed place of rest. 

Where Yenil's waters course the silent vale, 
And hoary mountains weep with voiceless wail, 
Where pale and chill the oft-descending cloud 
Wreathes the eternal calm with heaven's shroud, 
Rude — unadorned — a solitary grave 
Once shadow'd o'er the cold retreating wave, 
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And if from war or toil there chanced to stray 
Some neighbouring peasants on their homeward 

way, 
They turned aside to view the sacred sod, 
And hold unseen communion with God. 
And oft at eventide, when all was still, 
And love rebuked the night's awakening chill, 
Gonsalvo — bowed — yet still of knightly mien, 
Alone— unarmed — sought the familiar scene, 
And as he lingered there — the true — the brave 
Bowed with devotion o'er Ione's grave , 
Who shall divine the hallowed thoughts which 

swept 
That voiceless soul which prayed, and unheard — 

wept ? 
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PILGRIMS OF FAME 

The shades of darkness gathered fast 

One summer's waning eve, 
And nature's beauties faded fast, 

As twilight seemed to weave 
Their charms within its soft embrace 

And clothe them with its gloom, 
Nor scarce left e'en their forms to trace 

The birthplace of their bloom. 

Hushed were the songs that hailed each mo/n 

From many a warbler's breast ; 
And fragrant flowers that adorn 

The gilded morning's crest, 
Reposed beneath th' encircling dew 

That veiled the misty light, 
While peace unchallenged softly threw 

Its stillness o'er the night. 
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A deep dark river onward roll'd, 

Whose never-ceasing tide 
Swept on with power uncontrolled, 

In calm majestic pride. 
I gazed awhile, and thought how life 

As a river flows along, 
Each rippling wavelet but the strife, 

The murmur of life's song 

Dark loomed a ruined tower that lay 

Beside the rugged steep, 
Whose quivering shadows seemed to play 

And lull the waves to sleep ; 
The clustering leaves of ages spread 

An ivy mantle o'er, 
As if to hide its crumbling head, 

Its faded charms restore. 

But as I stood, in stillness wrapt, 
And thought how calm and sweet 

The river's rippling wavelets lapt 
The pebbles at my feet, 
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An echo from those ruins broke 

With songs of gay delight, 
Of revelry and mirth that woke 

The solitude of night. 

The moon burst from its cloudy sphere, 

And bathed that ruined heap 
With gleams of light that banished fear, 

And bade its terrors sleep ; 
And lo ! around a festive board, 

Where some rude hand had wrought 
An emblem of its vassal'd lord 

For whom the serfs had fought, 

There sat, in youth's first vigorous bloom, 

Unfurrowed with life's cares, 
Five students that adored the tomb 

Of fame's proud worshippers ; 
Their cheeks were pale, but in each eye 

Slumbered ambition's flame, 
Each sought some height to raise on high 

A toweret of fame. 

N 
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The pulse of fiery youth beat fast 

To join the world's rude strife ; 
They knew not of the withering blast 

Which greets the struggling life — 
They sought some higher, loftier goal, 

Above their humble lot, 
Some solace for the restless soul 

That seeks a nobler spot. 

Their lives beamed with youth's golden glow, 

Hope crowned their paths with light, 
They recked not of the depths below, 

Veiled from its lofty height ; 
They pledged eternal friendship, though 

They knew the dawn of day 
Would sever with a cruel blow 

Their hearts from friendship's sway. 

Thus were they gathered on that eve 

To breathe their last farewell, 
For each young heart was loth to leave 

The shaded nook and dell, 
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Where they had roamed at twilight's hour, 

Where sunset's waning glow 
Had bathed their souls with mystic pow'r 

That bids ambition flow. 



Far, far and wide, their homes were spread, 

Far from those scenes of lore ; 
Life beckoned each some path to tread, 

Perhaps to meet no more ; 
And now that burdening thought o'erspread 

Each brow with sorrow's gloom, 
As twilight's shades that softly tread 

And veil the flow'rets' bloom. 

But one amid that group arose, 
Whose quivering voice address'd : 

' Let not th' encircling night's repose 
O'ershadow life's unrest, 

Till each shall some ascent impart, 
To scale the heights of fame, 

Unfold the hopes that wreathe his heart, 

And fan ambition's flame.' 

n a 
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'T was nobly spoken, all agreed ; 

And once again the night 
Resounding with their mirth, decreed 

Its chorus of delight ; 
But as its echoes filled the air 

And wreathed the old grey tower, 
There rose — to lay the burden bare 

Of fame's prophetic power — 

A youth, whose high and lofty brow 

Bespake the burning flame 
Of noble thoughts that bade him bow 

To some exalted aim. 
Their mirth was hushed, no murmuring sighs 

Broke on their listening ears ; 
He faltered as he spake — his eyes 

Shone bright with glistening tears. 

I. 
' Once in the gloom of gathering night, 

Alone in this ruined hall, 
I sat amid the fading light, 

Watching night's shadows fall ; 
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I knew not why — my heart was sad, 

And filled with dismal fears, 
My brow with thorny wreaths seemed clad, 

My cheeks were wet with tears. 

' I knew not why I wept, yet still 

Stray tears unbridled fell ; 
I sought to stifle them, but still 

Those tears would oft rebel ; 
I thought of life, ambition, love, 

Awakening from their birth — 
I sought some path to climb above 

The lowly things of earth. 

' But as I mused, and thought, and dreamed 

Of life's unfolding bloom, 
From this dark vault below there seemed 

To rise— as from a tomb — 
A human form, whose hand I felt 

Stealing across my brow ; 
He spake as by my side he knelt, 
" My friend, why weepest thou ? 
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' " Has life outstretched its withered hand 

And crushed thy hopes with woe, 
Unveiled despair where fame had fanned 

Thy youth with glory's glow ? 
Has friendship's vow betrayed thy trust, 

Or death's ungrateful sting 
Stilled some fond heart with cruel thrust, 

Where love was wont to cling ? 

' " Yet e'en death's burdens should not bow 

Thy life with gloomy fears ; 
Weep not for friendship's faithless vow, 

Unworthy of thy tears ; 
Adversity should teach thy soul 

To soar above life's stings, 
And nerve thy youth to a lofty goal, 

With hope's uprising wings. 

' " But stay, perchance my visions fail 

To read thy tears aright : 
As flowers often droop and pale 

In one rough stormy night, 
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So thy heart's hopes may have been crushed, 

And all their beauties fled, 
By some rude torrent as it rushed 

Where thou didst hope to tread." 

' I gazed upon his pale sad face, 

Pale — not with waning age, 
For on his brow I still could trace 

Youth's unspent pilgrimage ; 
While, colder than the keen night air, 

I felt a thrill of fear 
Steal through the strivings of despair, 

And chill the rising tear. 

' " 'T is not death's hand that bids me weep," 

I, trembling, feebly said, 
" Nor friendship's broken vows that sweep 

Rude thorns around my head ; 
I seek a life whose triumphs give 

Fame to the worthy brave, 
A life whose lofty deeds outlive 

The sorrows of the grave." 
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' He looked into my tear-dimmed eyes, 

" My friend, weep not," he said ; 
"If thou wouldst seek some path to rise 

Where glory's great ones tread, 
/ will thy faltering footsteps guide, 

If thou wilt but obey, 
Not chase vain hopes that fan the pride, 

But lure thy youth astray. 

' " There is a shrine around whose base 

Worshipped the monks of old ; 
Though gloom o'ershadows, still I trace 

The worth of wealth untold ; 
Through the dark past it dimly rears 

An altar cold and grey, 
That grows more beauteous with years, 

Nor crumbles to decay. 

' " Engraven on that shrine is writ, 
' Knowledge is earthly power ; 

Learning and truth like guardians sit 
O'er wisdom's sacred tower ; ' 
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And though the steeps around are strewn 

With many a pilgrim's tomb, 
Each flower on that altar thrown 

Eternally shall bloom. 

' " Thus would I teach thy life to bow 

To knowledge, wisdom, truth, 
That glory's greatness may endow 

The labours of thy youth ; 
And if unwearied thou dost bow, 

Thy name through time shall last, 
Engraven on Fame's scroll where thou 

Life's loftiest labours cast. 

' " Thus gazing on that golden scroll 

With never-wearying eyes, 
Learn so to live that to that goal 

Thy fearless steps may rise ; 
Learn to adore its stern decree 

Through every changing hour, 
Let knowledge, truth and wisdom be 

The sceptre of thy pow'r. 
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' " Above life's withering' blasts thy soul 

Must never ceasing soar, 
Despising each ignoble goal 

Fools worship and adore ; 
Nor stay to gather every flower 

Whose fragrance scents the air, 
Their charms oft scarce outlive the hour 

Since beauty flourished there. 

' " But toiling, hoping, struggling on, 

Be watchful, true, and brave, 
And the sweet strains of victory's song 

Shall pierce beyond the grave ; 
Thus labouring, by defeats unbowed, 

Though earth's vain crowds despise, 
Work on, and through life's darkest cloud 

Fame's glory star shall rise." 

' The voice grew faint — I looked around, 

No human form was near, 
Nought but my footsteps' dismal sound 

Responded to my fear. 
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Had life awakened from death's tomb 
Some champion to redeem 

The martyrs lost amidst its gloom ; 
Or was it but a dream ? 



' When twilight steals o'er yonder hill, 

Often I wander here, 
And though I nought can trace, yet still 

The voice I seem to hear ; 
And wheresoe'er my footsteps stray 

Glitters the golden scroll 
Till hope aspires to rise — obey, 

And reach the lofty goal. 

' Thus from life's chaos dark and rude 

I seek a hermit's home, 
Where nought shall break the solitude 

Nor Time's despoilers come ; 
And though but dimly from afar 

I view fame's distant dawn, 
Beyond the gloom hope's guiding star 

Shines o'er the breaking morn.' 
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II. 
The scene was hushed, and for a time none spake, 
Speech was consumed in thought, and life, bereft 
Of animation, seemed absorbed in dreams, 
Until a voice awoke the fettered calm, 
And the pale moon's descending rays revealed 
A youth upon whose brow thought sat confused ; 
His eyes, more eloquent than words, betrayed 
A soul which lived in action, and the thought 
Was second to the deed ; a lofty scorn 
Of things ignoble marked his sturdy mien ; 
Though radiant with hope, feeble and slow 
His words responded to their inward glow, 
And thus he spake. 

' Life is a conflict, and the herd of men 
Unconsciously are ranged on either side, 
Conquered or conquerors ; and some are weak 
By nature of their birth, yet oft they rise 
Scattering the bonds of their captivity ; 
And some are strong, yet in their strength they fall 
Together with the weak ; the fallen rise, 
The risen fall, victors are vanquished ; pride 
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Gloats o'er the arena where her victims view 
The ruins of their former greatness lie ; 
Vice triumphs— her inglorious train exults 
In short-lived victory ; Virtue, dethroned 
From her high places, weeps o'er fallen man ; 
And 'mid th' ignoble strife God seems forgotten. 
The carnage thickens — fiend, friend, and foe 
In one inhuman struggle blend their strength — 
Death and destruction reap the harvest spoil. 

' Who has surveyed a multitude, and stood 
Amid the surging mass of human souls 
Unmoved, nor felt a ray of pity rend 
The dismal gloom which shrouds the soul with 

scorn ? 
Yet I have stood amid the wrecks of fate, 
And felt the burning breath of heated throngs 
That round my sinews press, but all in vain ; 
I stood amid the crowd, but stood alone 
In that mysterious loneliness which springs 
From discord with the herd's inglorious strife, 
Whose Babel tongues confuse the soul's sweet 

song. 
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' How strange a thing is man, fashioned and formed 
In the Creator's mould, alike to view, 
Yet alien in thought, that subtle power 
Which gulfs the low and little from the great ! 
Books and the lore of sages thrill me not, 
Nor kindle in my blood the quickening sense 
Of burning thoughts. Wealth's train of legion souls, 
Withered to every nobler pulse of thought 
Which hallows life, hurls from its loathsome pit 
A dying curse at every lofty soul 
Which cringes not before its crumbling shrine, 
Unworthy of the soul's true sacrifice ; 
And that purpose Divine, the golden thread 
Which runs through all the mysteries which shroud 
Man's frail designs, lies broken — lost — amid 
The struggling hosts of an unworthy race. 

' There is a source of riches which alone 
My soul would fain desire ; and if the wealth 
Of Christendom were balanced with its weight, 
It would not turn the scale. Mighty amid 
The conflicts of a rude rebellious past, 
The uncoined wealth which man inherits from 
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The stateliness of nature's solitude 
Subdues his pride, and mirrors in his soul 
The silent majesty of nobler thoughts, 
Until speechless he falls before the throne 
Of the Omnipotent — at peace with God. 

' I was not born to combat with the world, 
Nor mingle with its littleness, wherein 
The strong are vanquished and the weak expire — 
Death seals the greatness of their boasted strength ; 
But far away, where voiceless falls the strife 
Amid that solitude where revelries, 
Subdued by nature's beauties, cease to swell, 
Where all is still, save when the elements 
In conflict rend the rolling clouds of heaven, 
There would my spirit flee, unfold its thoughts, 
And seek a fount wherein to quench its thirst, 
Burning to drink of immortality. 

' O solitude ! thou wast not made for man 
To alienate his strength, to meditate 
And frame accursed designs within thy bowers ; 
But to ennoble life, to wreathe man's soul 
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With that divinity which doth ascend 
Through nature to the soul, when man exiled, 
Leaves nature sinless ; there to hear the voice 
Of the Creator through the stillness steal 
How silently ! 't were vain to tempt my heart 
Rebel against the sleepless dreams which link 
Existence with the chain of anchored hope, 
And gird my feebleness with strength ; farewell, 
A long farewell, to the inglorious war 
Of man with man, where strife destroys the life 
For which men live — delusive happiness, 
Thy feeble rays but dimly pierce the gloom 
Wherein the soul dwells in captivity. 
Farewell, vain world — I hasten to obey 
The voice which calls me from thy revelries 
To nobler strife, wherein my soul aspires 
To quit thy habitations and inhale 
The majesty of nature's loneliness, 
Wherein to mould a life whose power shall shape 
The destinies of ages yet unborn.' 
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III. 
O mirth ! thou despoiler of sorrow, 

We welcome the strains of thy birth, 
And bury the thoughts of to-morrow 

In our joys o'er thy sovereign worth ; 
In the days when life's labours oppress us, 

We linger to drink of thy stream, 
And refreshed find new powers caress us, 

Like thoughts of some beauteous dream. 

In the hours when nature, all gladness, 

Is busy and teeming with life, 
There is joy when mirth challenges sadness, 

And stills the rough waters of strife ; 
But the revelries cradled at midnight, 

Seem burdened by nature's repose, 
Half sorrow — half joy — as the war-blight 

Awakens the world to its woes. 

On the stillness of midnight came stealing 
From those ruins the echoes of mirth, 

Till, life's sterner reflections repealing 
Its joys, there succeeded the birth 
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Of a stillness, cold, haughty, unbroken, 
Like the calm of some deep tranquil lake, 

Till a voice whose fond hopes were unspoken, 
To his eager listeners spake. 

' When the grey light of winter came steeping 

Its gloom o'er the citadel's might, 
And nature, cold, cheerless, lay sleeping 

In the garments of gathering night, 
I stood 'mid the solitude weary, 

And gazed on night's cold starless dawn, 
'T was the solitude dismal and dreary 

When all things conspire to mourn. 

' I thought of the years yet unfolded, 

Through which life's cheerless winter de- 
scends, 
When strife grows more feeble, till moulded 

By age life's last victory ends ; 
I thought of wreck'd lives calmly sleeping, 

O'er whom no star of glory appears, 
Whose deaths were no signal for weeping, 

Whose lives were but visions of tears. 
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' And as twilight's pale canopy chastened 

The beauties of lingering light, 
Ere darkness descended I hastened 

To the vale of a neighbouring height, 
Where a broad marble column stood rearing 

Its might 'mid the thickening gloom ; 
Though its shadows were fast disappearing, 

I beheld the pale folds of a tomb. 

' Alone amid nature's recesses, 

Secure from the tempest's attack, 
Where a pale rippling streamlet caresses 

The shadows that fall on its track, 
Lay that grave of a youth who had cherished 

Ambition's decrees by the sword, 
But who seeking its glory had perished, 

And in death found his only reward. 

' 'T was here where he ofttimes would 
wander, 

In sight of his rude Highland home, 
And in undisturbed solitude ponder 

Where fame bade his proud visions roam. 



196 PILGRIMS OF FAME. 

How strange that those scenes should inspire 

His soul with a wild gory dream, 
And create in his heart a desire 

Which nought but death's hand could redeem. 

' I turned from that scene, slowly, sadly ; 

Yet still, through the darkness of night, 
That tomb ever rose, though I madly 

Sought to curb my wild thoughts in their flight, 
And the past — the dead past — seemed to waken 

From its slumbers in gory array, 
Till life's every foundation seemed shaken 

As it beckoned my soul to obey. 

' Methought, as I mused of past ages, 

A voice through the solitude roll'd, 
Recounting from chivalry's pages 

Fame's heroes, whose greatness untold 
Seemed to dazzle my thoughts with their splendou r, 

And vanquish life's gathering gloom, 
As my soul hailed at last a defender 

To baffle the conquering tomb. 
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' I thought how oppression oft blighted 

A nation till freed by the sword, 
How Christendom's valour united 

To ransom the shrine of their Lord, 
Of lives whom fear could not make falter, 

Where freedom's pale star would appear, 
At the shrine of devotion's high altar 

Offering all that this life holds most dear. 

' And my soul bowed in deep adoration 

At the triumphs achieved by the sword ; 
Like the strains of some beauteous oration, 

Fame breathed a prophetic reward ; 
And my heart, to its echoes replying, 

Vowed to tread in the tracks of the brave, 
And bequeath to the future, undying 

Glory — fame — or a soldier's grave. 

' I have stood 'mid the ruins of glory, 
By the side of the conquering tomb, 

Where beauteous art, pale and hoary, 

Seems to challenge death's mantle of gloom ; 
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But they thrilled not my soul with ambition, 
Like the thoughts of that warrior's grave 

Near the stream where the home of tradition 
Casts its form on the rippling wave. 

' Chide me not, though the strains of my story 

Seem to breathe of a lowliness born, 
For oft the true birthplace of glory 

The lowliest hamlets adorn ; 
As flowers most fragrant and tender 

Oft mantle the haunts of decay, 
We discover life's truest defender 

Often clad in the meanest array. 

' In the future that waits us, when glory 

May honour our lives with its birth, 
And life's conquests be written in story, 

As the deeds of recorded worth, 
If in calm contemplation we ever 

Reflect o'er our toils, to recall 
The source of each hope and endeavour, 

Shall not mine be the lowliest of all.' 
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IV. 
The scene changed not : the actors, still the same, 

In turn rehearsed a brief untutored part ; 
Bound by one common bond — the hopes of fame — 

Each voice betrayed the echoes of his heart, 
Echoes which faded not, nor ceased to swell, 

Living in every thought, life's only theme, 
Subduing passion's lusts, which oft rebel 

And mar the sweetness of life's gushing stream, 

Till virtues vanish as the night's conflicting 
dream. 

Stillness once more reigned in that midnight hour, 
Murmurs and praise alike were hushed in peace, 

Till one whose voice with strange mysterious power 
Address'd that group whose friendships soon 
must cease ; 

His dreamy listless eye surveyed the past, 

Wherein life's beauties lay like treasures stored ; 

The present, dark, with dreary clouds o'ercast 
He knew not — far beyond his visions soared, 
Where distantly ambition worshipped and adored. 
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And thus he spake : ' 'T was autumn, and the day 
Trembled upon the verge of gathering night, 

As, filled with beauties which around me lay, 
For summer had scarcely winged its flight, 

I saw a vision, and its form allayed 

The fears with which my restless thoughts were 
rife ; 

'T was thrice repeated, and the dream portrayed 
An answer to my soul's conflicting strife, 
Until it grew upon me like a thing of life. 

' Methought I stood upon a rocky height, 
Gazing upon life's surging tide below ; 

I saw the revelry, the curse, the blight, 

I heard th' alternate strains of mirth and 
woe ; 

And musing sadly, I address'd my soul : 
" How may the lofty through this chaos rise, 

Or find among these wilds ambition's goal 
To tempt the soul beyond its rude disguise, 
And lure it from repose to deeds of high em- 
prise ? " 
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' " Turn not away nor weep," my soul replied, 

" Ambition's wings should soar above despair, 
And when the heart's true friendships are denied, 

Create new hopes which are unwritten there ; 
Thus hoping, toiling, thou shalt find among 

The mingling footprints of a struggling race, 
A path o'er which thy youth may walk along, 

And leave to Fame, what future years shall 
trace, 

A name which time, decay, and change cannot 
efface." 

' Methought I saw a child of tender years, 

Whose heaven-born soul breathed love's un- 
• sullied worth ; 

To cares and toils unknown, she had no fears 
To wreck the image of life's beauteous birth. 

A book lay in her lap — its fluttering leaves 
Betrayed some fameless poet's simple theme, 

Encircling her pure soul until it weaves 

Garlands of thought to mantle life's fair stream, 
Flowing ever, as the gush of an undying dream. 
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' And next, a youth, whose proud rebellious soul 

Waged an eternal war with lowly birth — 
Ambition spurned the bondage of control 

That bound him to the common things of 
earth. 
He sought a friend whose friendship nought could 
bow, 
To guide, exalt, sustain his lonely heart ; 
He scaled the Muses' heights and clutched the bow 
Which winged the arrows of the poet's art, 
Making the curdling blood within his veins to 
start. 

' Again, a maiden, and her life was twain, 
For part was not of earth — no human foe ' 

Assailed its image ere it rose again, 

Victorious o'er th' ignoble strife below ; 

That life born of celestial birth was love, 
Its fire consumed the one in bondage bound 

Captive to earth, till like the wandering dove 
Of old it found no rest on earth around, 
Living in the ideal — the poet's holy ground. 
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' And then, a man, who had no thought of life 
Save that which hovered round his common 
task ; 

Absorbed with each rude change of joy and strife, 
He lived — but why, he ne'er had paused to ask, 

Till one summer's eve, when the sun was low, 
Music he heard steal on the still night air — 

He listened, till his spirit seemed to glow, 

The words subdued him like some holy prayer, 
And to his wakened soul life grew more chaste 
and fair. 

' And lo ! a mother, whose sole happiness 
Affliction's sorrows threatened to destroy, 

Devotion's sacrifice made loveliness 
More beautiful in sorrow than in joy ; 

She bowed her head obedient to her heart, 

Where suffering lay her tender first-born child ; 

Her faltering voice sang hymns which seemed to 
start 
From whence all earthly passions were exiled, 
And the child looked love unspoken as it 
smiled. 
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' And last, an aged sire — life's quivering rays 
Decreed his last pale sunset almost o'er ; 

To wealth and fame a stranger, earthly praise 
No sweetness chanted from its scanty store. 

A child — sweet solace of decaying years — 
Reclined in beauty on his trembling knee, 

Reading the poetry he loved, till tears 

Gushed wildly from him at his soul's decree, 
Trembling upon the verge of immortality. 

' My vision fled ; again, and yet again, 
It stole upon me in that twilight hour ; 

I felt the bondage of its mystic chain, 

Nought could control the bridle of its pow'r. 

I looked around — the spirit of my dream 

Lingered, subdued me though its form had fled ; 

I saw above the night stars faintly gleam, 

And heard the sighing winds around me tread — 
I seemed alone amid the mysteries of the dead. 

' Time haunts the soul with change, decay, and 
strife, 
Yet unresigned, unchanged the vision lives 
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In conflict with decay, ennobling life 
With virtues which its lofty spirit gives ; 

Youth, hope, and fame are captive to its pow'r, 
In vain despair would tempt my soul astray, 

Poetic visions steep each passing hour, 
I feel their inspirations and obey, 

Yet marvel that a dream should seal a destiny.' 



v. 
Though darkness reigned, pale eastern dawn 

Told that the night was far advanced, 
Gloom and its mysteries forlorn 

Retreated where the morning glanced. 
The sounds of revelry were hushed, 

Laughter and song had lost their charm, 
Mirth and its fickle train seemed crushed 

Beneath the chill encircling calm. 

One yet remained amid that group, 

Whose dreams of greatness were untold ; 

Pale, thoughtful, sad, and formed to stoop, 
An alien of creation's mould, 
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Voiceless he sat, until, his zeal 

Awakened with the breaking morn, 

He rose to burst its fettered seal, 
And mould in words what thought had born. 

A murmur of approval rose 

Unchallenged on the chilly air ; 
The murmur ceased, a hushed repose 

Fell — like the calm which breathes of prayer — 
And as the trembling accents flowed, 

Hallowed by twilight's gathering gloom, 
His eyes with deep emotions glowed, 

Like dew upon the fiow'rets' bloom. 

' There is a power which reveals 

The chosen few to greatness born, 
A mute strange loveliness which steals 

Unbidden as the light of morn, 
And lifts the labours of the great 

Beyond the fame-aspiring crowd, 
Where glory's living flames create 

The fire which rends each rolling cloud. 
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' There is a time when treasures flow, 

Upon the surface of life's deep, 
When youth first feels the burning glow 

Of thoughts which will not rest nor sleep 
Upon the narrow lap of earth, 

Where sordid aims and conflicts war, 
But rise to realms of nobler worth, 

Where gleams the light of glory's star. 

' O youth, thou heritage of power, 

On which the wheel of fate revolves, 
When life unfolds the fleeting hour 

In which are formed its first resolves, 
Upon the altar of thy might 

Fame's herald lingers, to entice 
The soul which turns towards the light 

Where burns ambition's sacrifice. 



' Some, called to mount with eagle wings, 
Soar swiftly through the clouds of space ; 

We scarcely view the vigorous springs 
Which bear them from a struggling race 
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Ere they are gone : we gaze in vain 
On the bewildered hosts around — 
An echo steals across the plain : 
" Though veiled from sight, to glory found." 

' But some through sterner conflicts press, 

Their lives consumed with years of toil, 
Zeal struggles still through weariness — 

Though strife assails, it cannot foil ; 
And born to serve, their servile chains 

Echo of slavery's device, 
Nought but a worn-out life remains 

To mark the earthly sacrifice. 

' And some, o'erwhelmed by pleasure's tide, 

Drift like a wreck where'er it leans ; 
Enveloped in the dreams of pride ; 

They scorn, deride where labour gleans, 
Until those dreams short-lived have fled — 

Life's morn unveils their phantom form — 
Youth, hope, ambition, all are dead, 

And life a wild unceasing storm. 
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' Thrice blest is he whose life obeys 

The stern demands of duty's call, 
Who never from its mandate sways, 

Nor fears defeat, but most of all 
Acts nobly amid strife and wrong, 

Unfurls the standard of the brave, 
Defends the weak against the strong, 

And dares to fight, nor fears the grave. 

' He is the noblest type of man 

Who lives and dares for others' good, 
Who seeks to do whate'er he can, 

And through past sorrows firmly stood 
Though sorely tried, and at his death 

Bequeaths a life from vices free, 
Mingling e'en with his latest breath 

A guide through all eternity. 

' 'T is so to live, that when the sun 
Of life's declining sinks in night, 

The memory of duties done 

May wreathe decay with living light ; 

p 
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And when the soul has passed away, 

May there be written o'er each grave 
This only — yet how much to say ! — 
" Here lies the noble, true, and brave." ' 
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Unsectarian Family Prayers. New and Cheaper Edition. 
Fcap. 8vo, is. 6d. 

HAWKINS, Edwards Comerford.—Spivit and Form. Sermons 
preached in the Parish Church of Leatherhead. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

HAWTHORNE, Nathaniel.— Works. Complete in Twelve Volumes. 
Large post 8vo, "js. 6d. each volume. 

Vol. I. Twice-told Tales. 

II. Mosses from an Old Manse. 

III. The House of the Seven Gables, and The Snow 

Image. 

IV. The Wonderbook, Tanglewood Tales, and Grand- 

father's Chair. 
V. The Scarlet Letter, and The Blithedale Romance. 
VI. The Marble Faun. [Transformation.] 

.^jj I Our Old Home, and English Note-Books. 

IX. American Note-Books. 
X. French and Italian Note-Books. 
XI. Septimius Felton, The Dolliver Romance, Fanshawe, 
and, in an Appendix, The Ancestral Footstep. 
XII. Tales and Essays, and other Papers, with a Bio- 
graphical Sketch of Hawthorne. 

HA YES, A. A., Junr.—'Ne-w Colorado, and the Santa Fe Trail. 

With Map and 6o Illustrations. Square 8vo, 9*. 

HENNESSY, Sir John Pope.— Ralegh in Ireland. With his Letters 
on Irish Affairs and some Contemporary Documents. Large crown 
8vo, printed on hand-made paper, parchment, 10s. bd. 

HENRY, Philip. — Diaries and Letters of. Edited by Matthew 
Henry Lee, MA. Large crown 8vo, Is. 6d. 

HIDE, Albert. — The Age to Come. Small crown 8vo, 2s. 6d. 

HIME, Major H. W. I., -ff.^4.— "Wagnerism : A Protest. Crown 
8vo, 2s. 6d. 

HINTON, J.— Life and Letters. Edited by Ellice Hopkins, with 
an Introduction by Sir W. W. Gull, Bart., and Portrait 
engraved on Steel by C. H. Jeens. Fourth Edition. Crown 
8vo, 8s. 6d. 

Philosophy and Religion. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 5s. 
The Law Breaker. Crown 8vo. 
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HINTON, J.— continued. 

The Mystery of Pain. New Edition. Fcap. 8vo, is. 

Hodson of Hodson's Horse ; or, Twelve Years of a Soldier's Life 
in India. Being extracts from the Letters of the late Major 
W. S. R. Hodson. With a Vindication from the Attack of Mr. 
Bosworth Smith. Edited by his brother, G. H. Hodson, M.A. 
Fourth Edition. Large crown 8vo, $s. 

HOLTHAM, E. G.— Eight Years in Japan, 1873-1881. Work, 
Travel, and Recreation. With three Maps. Large crown 8 vo, gs. 

HOOPER, Mary. — Little Dinners : How to Serve them with 
Elegance and Economy. Eighteenth Edition. Crown 
8vo, 2s. bd. 

Cookery for Invalids, Persons of Delicate Digestion, 
and Children. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, 2s. bd. . 

Every-Day Meals. Being Economical and Wholesome Recipes 
for Breakfast, Luncheon, and Supper. Fifth Edition. Crown 
8vo, 2s. bd. 

HOPKINS, Ellice. — Life and Letters of James Hinton, with an 
Introduction by Sir W. W. GuiX, Bart., and Portrait engraved 
on Steel by C. H. Jeens. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo, 8s. 6d. 

"Work amongst "Working Men. Fifth Edition. Crown 
8vo, y, 6d. • , 

HOSPITALIER, E.— The Modern Applications of Electricity. 
Translated and Enlarged by Julius Maier, Ph.D. 2 vols. 
Second Edition, Revised, with many additions and numerous 
Illustrations. Demy 8vo, I2s. 6d. each volume. 
Vol. I. — Electric Generators, Electric Light. 
Vol. II. — Telephone : Various Applications : Electrical 
Transmission of Energy. 

Household Readings on Prophecy. By a. Layman. Small 
crown 8vo, 3J. bd. 

HUGHES, Henry— The Redemption of the World. Crown 8vo, 
Ss. bd. 

HUNTINGFORD, Rev. E., D.C.L.—Tiie Apocalypse. With a 
Commentary and Introductory Essay. Demy 8vo, 5^. 

HUTTON, Arthur, M.A.—The Anglican Ministry: Its Nature 
and Value in relation to the Catholic Priesthood. With a Preface 
by His Eminence Cardinal Newman. Demy 8vo, 14s. 

HUTTON, Rev. C. .F.— Unconscious Testimony ; or, The Silent 
Witness of the Hebrew to the Truth of the Historical Scriptures. 
Crown 8vo, 2s. bd, 

HYNDMAN, H. M.—the Historical Basis of Socialism in 
England. Large crown 8vo, 8s. bd. 
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IM THURN, Everard P.— Among the Indians of Guiana. 
Being Sketches, chiefly anthropologic, from the Interior of British 
Guiana. With 53 Illustrations and a Map. Demy 8vo, i8j. 

Jaunt in a Junk : A Ten Days' Cruise in Indian Seas. Large crown 
8vo, Is. 6d. 

JENKINS, E., and RAYMOND, J — The Architect's Legal 
Handbook. Third Edition, Revised. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

JENNINGS, Mrs. Vaughan.—'RSLhel 1 Her Life and Letters. Large 
post 8vo, Is. 6d. 

JERVIS, Rev. W. Henley. — The, Gallican Church and the 
Revolution. A Sequel to the History of the Church of 
France, from the Concordat of Bologna to the Revolution. 
Demy 8vo, l8.r. 

JOEL, L.—A Consul's Manual and Shipowner's and Ship- 
master's Practical Guide in their Transactions 
Abroad. With Definitions of Nautical, Mercantile, and Legal 
Terms ; a Glossary of Mercantile Terms in English, French, 
German, Italian, and Spanish ; Tables of the Money, Weights, 
and Measures of the Principal Commercial Nations and their 
Equivalents in British Standards ; and Forms of Consular and 
Notarial Acts. Demy 8vo, 12s. 

JOHNSTONE, C. P., M.A.— Historical Abstracts: being Outlines 
of the History of some of the less known States of Europe. 
Crown 8vo, Js. 6d. 

JOLLY, William, P.R.S.E., etc.— The Life of John Duncan, 
Scotch Weaver and Botanist. With Sketches of his 
Friends and Notices of his Times. Second Edition. Large 
crown 8vo, with etched portrait, gs. 

JONES, C. A.— The Foreign Freaks of Five Friends. With 30 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

JOYCE, P. W., LL.D., etc.—OlA Celtic Romances. Translated 
from the Gaelic. Crown 8vo, 7^. 6d. 

JOYNE.S, J. L— The Adventures of a Tourist in Ireland. 

Second edition. Small crown 8vo, 2s. 6d. 

KAVPMANN, Rev. M., B.A.— Socialism : its Nature, its Dangers, 
and its Remedies considered. Crown 8vo, 7.1. 6d. 

Utopias ; or, Schemes of Social Improvement, from Sir Thomas 
More to Karl Marx. Crown 8vo, 5.?. 

KAY, David, F.R.G.S.— Education and Educators. Crown 8vo, 
Is. 6d. 

KAY, Joseph.— Free Trade in Land. Edited by his Widow. With 
Preface by the Right Hon. John Bright, M.P. Seventh 
Edition. Crown 8vo, 5j\ 
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KEMPIS, Thomas a.—Oi the Imitation of Christ. Parchment 
Library Edition. — Parchment or cloth, 6s. ; vellum, ";s. 6d. The 
Red Line Edition, fcap. 8vo, red edges, 2s. 6d. The Cabinet 
Edition, small 8vo, cloth limp, is. ; cloth boards, red edges, is. 6d. 
The Miniature Edition, red edges, 32mo, is. 
*** All the above Editions may be had in various extra bindings. 

KENT, C. — Corona Catholica ad Petri successors Pedes 
Oblatai De Summi Pontificis Leonis XIII. As- 
sumptione Epigramma. In Quinquaginta Linguis. Fcap. 
4to, l$s. 

KETTLEWELL, Rev. .?.— Thomas a Kempis and the Brothers 
of Common Life. 2 vols. With Frontispieces. Demy 8vo, 
30J. 

KIDD, Joseph, M&.—The Laws of Therapeutics ; or, the Science 
and Art of Medicine. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

KINGSFORD, Anna, M.D.— the Perfect Way in Diet. A 

Treatise advocating a Return to the Natural and Ancient Food of 
our Race. Small crown 8vo, 2s. 

KINGSLEY, Charles, M.A.— Letters and Memories of his Life 
Edited by his Wife. With two Steel Engraved Portraits, and 
Vignettes on Wood. Fourteenth Cabinet Edition. 2 vols. Crown 
8vo, I2J. 
%* Also a People's Edition, in one volume. With Portrait. Crown 

8vo, 6s. 
All Saints' Day, and other Sermons. Edited by the Rev. W. 

Harrison. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, js. 6d. 
True Words for Brave Men. A Book for Soldiers' and 
Sailors' Libraries. Tenth Edition. Crown 8vo, 2s. 6d. 

KNOX, Alexander A.— The New Playground ; or, Wanderings in 
Algeria. New and cheaper edition. Large crown 8vo, 6s. 

LANDON, Joseph.— School Management ; Including a General View 

of the Work of Education, Organization, and Discipline. Third 

Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
LA URIE, S. S.— The Training of Teachers, and other Educational 

Papers. Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. 
LEE Rev. F. G., L>.C.L.—The Other World; or, Glimpses of the 

' Supernatural. 2 vols. A New Edition. Crown 8vo, 15.?. 
Letters from a Young Emigrant in Manitoba. Second Edition. 

Small crown 8vo, 3^. 6d. 

LEWLS, Edward Dillon.— -A Draft Code of Criminal Law and 

Procedure. Demy 8vo, 21s. 
LILLIE, Arthur, M.R.A.S.— The Popular Life of Buddha. 

Containing an Answer to the Hibbert Lectures of 1881. With 

Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
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LLOYD, Walter.— The Hope of the "World : An Essay on Universal 
Redemption. Crown 8vo, 5-r. 

LONSDALE, Margaret.— -Sister Dora : a Biography. With Portrait. 

Twenty-seventh Edition. Crown 8vo, 2s. 6d. 
LOUNSBURY, Thomas J?.— James Fenimore Cooper. Crown 

8vo, 5-f. 

LOWDER, Charles.— A Biography. By the Author of " St. Teresa." 
New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. With Portrait. 3*. 6d. 

LYTTON, Edward Bulwer, Lord.— Life, Letters and Literary 
Remains. By his Son, the Earl of Lytton. With Portraits, 
Illustrations and Facsimiles. Demy 8vo. Vols. I. and II., 32*. 

MACAULAY, G. C— Francis Beaumont : A Critical Study. Crown 
8vo, 5-f. 

MAC CALLUM, M. W— Studies in Low German and High 
German Literature. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

MACDONALD, George. — Donal Grant. A New Novel. 3 vols. 
Crown 8vo, 3 1 s. dd. 

MACHIAVELLI, Niccoli. — Life and Times. By Prof. Villari. . 
Translated by Linda Villari. 4 vols. Large post, 8vo, 48s. 

MACHIAVELLI, Niccoli. — Discourses on the First Decade of 
Titus Livius, Translated from the Italian by Ninian Hill 
Thomson, M.A. Large crown 8vo, \2s. 
The Prince. Translated from the Italian by N. H. T. Small 
crown 8vo, printed on hand-made paper, bevelled boards, 6s. 

MACKENZIE, Alexander. — How India is Governed. Being an 
Account of England's Work in India. Small crown 8vo, 2s. 

MACNAUGHT, Rev. John. — Ccena Domini ; An Essay on the Lord's 
Supper, its Primitive Institution, Apostolic Uses, and Subsequent 
History. Demy 8vo, 14s. 

MACWALTER, Rev. G. S — Life of Antonio Rosmini Serbati 
(Founder of the Institute of Charity). 2 vols. Demy 8vo. 

[Vol. I. now ready, price 12s. 

MAGNUS, Mrs. — About the Jews since Bible Times. From the 
Babylonian Exile till the English Exodus. Small crown 8vo, 6s. 

MAIR, R. S., M.D., F.R. C.S.E.—The Medical Guide for Anglo- 
Indians. Being a Compendium of Advice to Europeans in 
India, relating to the Preservation and Regulation of Health. 
With a Supplement on the Management of Children in India, 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo, limp cloth, 3^. 6d. 

MALDEN, Henry Elliot.— Vienna, 1683. The History and Conse- 
quences of the Defeat of the Turks before Vienna, September 
12th, 1683, by John Sobieski, King of Poland, and Charles 
Leopold, Duke of Lorraine. Crown 8vo, 4s. bd. 

Many Voices. A volume of Extracts from the Religious Writers of 
Christendom from the First to the Sixteenth Century. With 
Biographical Sketches. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, red edges, 6s. , 
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MARKHAM, Capt. Albert Hastings, R.N.— The Great Frozen Sea ; 
A Personal Narrative of the Voyage of the Alert during the Arctic 
Expedition of 1875-6. With 6 Full-page Illustrations, 2 Maps, 
and 27 Woodcuts. Sixth and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

A Polar Reconnaissance : being the Voyage of the Isbjorn 
to NovayaZemlya in 1879. With 10 Illustrations. Demy8vo, i6j. 

Marriage and Maternity ; or, Scripture Wives and Mothers. Small 
crown 8vo, 4s. 6d. 

MARTINEAU, Gertrude.— Outline Lessons on Morals. Small 
crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

MAUDSLEY, H., M.D.— Body and Will. Being an Essay con- 
cerning Will, in its Metaphysical, Physiological, and Pathological 
Aspects. 8vo, \zs. 

McGRATH, Terence. — Pictures from Ireland. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8vo, zs. 

MEREDITH, M.A.— Theotokos, the Example for Woman. 
Dedicated, by permission, to Lady Agnes Wood. Revised by 
the Venerable Archdeacon Denison. 32mo, limp cloth, is. 6d. 

MILLER, Edward. — The History and Doctrines of Irvingism ; 
or, The so-called Catholic and Apostolic Church, 2 vols. Large 
post 8vo, 25J. 

The Church in Relation to the State. Large crown 8vo, 
Js. 6d. 

MINCHIN, J. G.— Bulgaria since the War : Notes of a Tour in 
the Autumn of 1879. Small crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

MITCHELL, Lucy M.—A History of Ancient Sculpture. With 
numerous Illustrations, including 6 Plates in Phototype. Super 
royal 8vo, 42s. 

Selections from Ancient Sculpture. Being a Portfolio con- 
taining Reproductions in Phototype of 36 Masterpieces of Ancient 
Art to illustrate Mrs. Mitchell's "History of Ancient Sculpture." 
iSs. 

MITFORD, Bertram.— Through the Zulu Country. Its Battle- 
fields and its People. With five Illustrations. Demy 8vo, i+r. 

MOCKLER, E.—A Grammar of the Baloochee Language, as 
it is spoken in Makran (Ancient Gedrosia), in the Persia-Arabic 
and Roman characters. Fcap. 8vo, 5-r. 

MOLESWORTH, Rev. W. Nassau, M.A.— History of the Church 
of England from 1660. Large crown 8vo, p. 6d. 

MORELL, J. R.— Euclid Simplified in Method and Language. 
Being a Manual of Geometry. Compiled from the most_ important 
French Works, approved by the University of Paris and the 
Minister of Public Instruction. Fcap, 8vo, 2s. 6d. 

c 
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MORRIS, George.— The Duality of all Divine Truth in our 
Lord Jesus Christ. For God's Self-manifestation in the Impar- 
tation of the Divine Nature to Man. Large crown 8vo, 7*. bd. 

MORSE, E. S., Ph.D.— First Book of Zoology. With numerous 
Illustrations. New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, zs. bd. 

MURPHY, John Nicholas.— Tb.fi Chair of Peter; or, The Papacy 
considered in its Institution, Development, and Organization, and 
in the Benefits which for over Eighteen Centunes it has conferred 
on Mankind. Demy 8vo, i8j. 

My Ducats and My Daughter. A New Novel. 3 vols. Crown 
8vo, 3W. bd. 

NELSON, J. H., M.A.—A Prospectus of the Scientific Study 
of the Hindu. Law. Demy 8vo, 9-r. 

NEWMAN, Cardinal.— Characteristics from the "Writings of. 
Being Selections from his various Works. Arranged with the 
Author's personal Approval. Sixth Edition. With Portrait. 
Crown 8vo, bs. 
*»* A Portrait of Cardinal Newman, mounted for framing, can 
be had, zs. bd. 

NEWMAN, Francis William.— Essays on Diet. Small crown 8vo, 

cloth limp, zs. 
New Truth and the Old Faith: Are they Incompatible? By a 

Scientific Layman. Demy 8vo, 10s. bd. 
New Werther. By Loki. Small crown 8vo, zs. bd. 
NICHOLSON, Edward Byron. — The Gospel according to the 

Hebrews. Its Fragments Translated and Annotated, with a 

Critical Analysis of the External and Internal Evidence relating 

to it. Demy 8vo, 9$. bd. 

A New Commentary on the Gospel according to 
Matthew. Demy 8vo, 12s. 

NICOLS, Arthur, F.G.S., F.R.G.S.— Chapters from the Physical 
History of the Earth : an Introduction to Geology and 
Paleontology. With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, Jj. 

NOPS, Marianne. — Class Lessons on Euclid. Part I. containing 
the First Two Books of the Elements. Crown 8vo, zs. bd. 

Notes on St. Paul's Epistle to the Galatians. For Readers of 
! the Authorized Version or the Original Greek. Demy 8vo, zs. bd. 

Nuces : Exercises on the Syntax of the Public School Latin 
Primer. New Edition in Three Parts. Crown 8vo, each If, 
* t * The Three Parts can also be had bound together, 3*. 

OATES, Frank, F.R.G.S.—Ma.ta.hele Land and the Victoria 
Falls. A Naturalist's Wanderings in the Interior of South 
Africa. Edited by C. G. Oates, B.A. With numerous Illustra- 
tions and 4 Maps. Demy 8vo, 21s. 



Kegan Paul, Trench & Co.'s Publications. 19 

OGLE, W., M.D., F.R.C.P.—KTVsXoMe. on the Parts of Animals. 
Translated, with Introduction and Notes. Royal 8vo, \zs. 6d. 

O'HAGAN, Lord, K.P. — Occasional Papers and Addresses. 
Large crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. 

OKEN, Lorenz, Life of. By Alexander Ecker. With Explanatory 
Notes, Selections from Oken's Correspondence, and Portrait of the 
Professor. From the German by Alfred Tulk. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

ffMEARA, Kathleen. — Frederic Ozanam, Professor of the Sorbonne : 
His Life and Work. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, ys. 6d. 

Henri Perreyve and his Counsels to the Sick, Small 
crown 8vo, $s. 

OSBORNE, Rev. W. A.— The Revised Version of the New Tes- 
tament. A Critical Commentary, with Notes upon the Text. 
Crown 8vo, 5^ 

OTTLEY, H. Bichersteth.—The Great Dilemma. Christ His Own, 
Witness or His Own Accuser. Six Lectures. Second Edition. 1 
Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

Our PUblic Schools — Eton, Harrow, Winchester, Rugby, 
"Westminster, Marlborough, The Charterhouse. 
Crown 8vo, 6s. 

OWEN, F. M.— John Keats : a Study. Crown 8vo, 6s, 

Across the Hills. Small crown 8vo, is. 6d. 

OWEN, Rev. Robert, B.D. — Sanctorale Catholicum ; or, Book of 

Saints. With Notes, Critical, Exegetical, and Historical. Demy! 

8vo, \%s. 

OXENHAM, Rev. F. Nuicomie.—"Wh.aX is the Truth as to Ever- 
lasting Punishment. Part II. Being an Historical Inquiry, 
into the Witness and Weight of certain Anti-Origenist Councils.' 
Crown 8vo, 2s. 6d. 

OXONIENSIS. — Romanism, Protestantism, Anglicanism. 
Being a Layman's View of some questions of the Day. Together 
with Remarks on Dr. Littledale's "Plain Reasons against join- 
irig the Church of Rome." Crown 8vo, y. td. 

PALMER, the late William.— Notes of a Visit to Russia in 
1840-1841. Selected and arranged by John H. Cardinal 
Newman, with portrait. Crown 8vo, 8s. 6d. 
Early Christian Symbolism. A Series of Compositions from 
Fresco Paintings, Glasses, and Sculptured Sarcophagi. Edited 
by the Rev. Provost Northcote, D.D., and the Rev. Canon 
Brownlow, M.A. In 8 Parts, each with 4 Plates. Folio, 5.C 
coloured ; 3-r. plain. 

Parchment Library. Choicely Printed on hand-made paper, limp 
parchment antique or cloth, 6s. ; vellum, "js. 6d. each volume. 
The Book of Psalms. Translated by the Rev. T. K. Cheyne, 
M.A. 
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Parchment Library — continued. 

The Vicar of "Wakefield. With Preface and Notes by Austin 
Dobson, 

English Comic Dramatists. Edited by Oswald Crawfurd. 

English Lyrics. 

The Sonnets of John Milton. Edited by Mark Pattison. 
With Portrait after Vertue. 

Poems by Alfred Tennyson. 2 vols. With miniature frontis- 
pieces by W. B. Richmond. 

French Lyrics. Selected and Annotated by George Saints- 
bury. With a miniature frontispiece designed and etched by 
H. G. Glindoni. 

Fables by Mr. John Gay. With Memoir by Austin Doeson, 
and an etched portrait from an unfinished Oil Sketch by Sir 
Godfrey Kneller. 

Select Letters of Percy Bysshe Shelley, Edited, with an 
Introduction, by Richard Garnett. 

The Christian Year. Thoughts Sn Verse for the Sundays and 
Holy Days throughout the Year. With Miniature Portrait of the 
Rev. J. Keble, after a Drawing by G. Richmond, R.A. 

Shakspere's "Works. Complete in Twelve Volumes. 

Eighteenth Century Essays. Selected and Edited by Austin 
Dobson. With a Miniature Frontispiece by R. Caldecott. 

Q. Horati Flacci Opera. Edited by F. A. Cornish, Assistant 
Master at Eton. With a Frontispiece after a design by L. Alma 
Tadema, etched by Leopold Lowenstam. 

Edgar Allan Poe's Poems. With an Essay on his Poetry by 
Andrew Lang, and a Frontispiece by Linley Sambourne. 

Shakspere's Sonnets. Edited by Edward Dowden. With a 
Frontispiece etched by Leopold Lowenstam, after the Death Mask. 

English Odes. Selected by Edmund W. Gosse. With Frontis- 
piece on India paper by Hamo Thornycroft, A.R.A. 

Of the Imitation of Christ. By Thomas A Kempis. A 
revised Translation. With Frontispiece on India paper, from u 
Design by W. B. Richmond. 

Tennyson's The Princess: a Medley. With a Miniature 
Frontispiece by H. M. Paget, and a Tailpiece in Outline by 
Gordon Browne. 

Poems : Selected from Percy Bysshe Shelley. Dedicated to 
Lady Shelley. With a Preface by Richard Garnett and a 
Miniature Frontispiece. 

Tennyson's In Memoriam. With a Miniature Portrait 
in eau-forte by Le Rat, after a Photograph by the late Mrs. 
Cameron. 

V The above volumes may also be had in a variety of leather bindings. 
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PARSLOE, Joseph.— Our Railways. Sketches, Historical and 
Descriptive, With Practical Information as to Fares and Rates, 
etc., and a Chapter on Railway Reform. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

PA UL, Alexander. — Short Parliaments. A History of the National 
Demand for frequent General Elections. Small crown 8vo, 3*. bd. 

PA UL, C. Kegan. — Biographical Sketches, Printed on hand-made 
paper, bound in buckram. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, •js. bd. 

PEARSON, Rev. S.— Week-day Living. A Book for Young Men 
and Women. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, $s. 

PESCHEL, Dr. Oscar.— The Races of Man and their Geo- 
graphical Distribution. Second Edition. Large crown 
8vo, gs. 

PETERS, F. H.—The> Nicomachean Ethics of Aristotle. Trans- 
lated by. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

PHJPSON, E. — The Animal Lore of Shakspeare's Time. 
Including Quadrupeds, Birds, Reptiles, Fish and Insects. Large 
post 8vo, gs. 

PIDGEON, £>. — An Engineer's Holiday ; or, Notes of a Round 
Trip from Long. o° to o°. New and Cheaper Edition. Large 
crown 8vo, Js. 6d. 

POPE, J. Buckingham. — Railway Rates and Radical Rule. 
Trade Questions as Election Tests. Crown 8vo, 2s. 6d. 

PRICE, Prof. Bonamy. — Chapters on Practical Political 
Economy. Being the Substance of Lectures delivered before 
the University of Oxford. New and Cheaper Edition. Large 
post 8vo, 5^. 

Pulpit Commentary, The. (Old Testament Series.) Edited by the 
Rev. J. S. Exell, M.A., and the Rev. Canon H. D. M. Spence. 

Genesis. By the Rev. T. Whitelaw, M.A. With Homilies by 
the Very Rev. J. F. Montgomery, D.D., Rev. Prof. R. A. 
Redford, M.A., LL.B., Rev. F. Hastings, Rev. W. 
Roberts, M.A. An Introduction to the Study of the Old 
Testament by the Venerable Archdeacon Farrar, D.D., F.R.S.; 
and Introductions to the Pentateuch by the Right Rev. H. Cot- 
terill, D.D., and Rev. T. Whitelaw, M.A. Eighth Edition. 
1 vol., 15-f. 

Exodus. By the Rev. Canon Rawlinson, With Homilies by 
Rev. J. Orr, Rev. D. Young, B.A., Rev. C. A. Goodhart, 
Rev. J. Urquhart, and the Rev. H. T. Robjohns. Fourth 
Edition. 2 vols., \%s. 

Leviticus. By the Rev. Prebendary Meyrick, M.A. With 
Introductions by the Rev. R. Collins, Rev. Professor A. Cave, 
and Homilies by Rev. Prof. Redford, LL.B., Rev. J. A. 
Macdonald, Rev. W. Clarkson, B.A., Rev. S. R. Aldridge, 
LL.B., and Rev. McCheyne Edgar, Fourth Edition. 15*. 
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Pulpit Commentary, The— continued. 

Numbers. By the Rev. R. Winterbotham, LL.B. With 
Homilies by the Rev. Professor W. Binnie, D.D., Rev. E. S. 
Prout, M.A., Rev. D. Young, Rev. J. Waite, and an Intro- 
duction by the Rev. Thomas Whitelaw, M.A. Fourth 
Edition. i$s. 

Deuteronomy. By the Rev. W. L. Alexander, D.D. With 
Homilies by Rev. C. Clemance, D.D., Rev. J. Orr, B.D., 
Rev. R. M. Edgar, M.A., Rev. D. Davies, M.A. Third 
edition. l$s, 

Joshua. By Rev. J. J. Lias, M.A. With Homilies by Rev. 
S. R. Aldridge, LL.B., Rev. R. Glover, Rev. E. de 
Pressense, D.D., Rev. J. Waite, B.A., Rev. W. F. Adeney, 
M.A. ; and an Introduction by the Rev. A. Plummer, M.A, 
Fifth Edition. 12s. 6d. 

Judges and Ruth. By the Bishop of Bath and Wells, and 
Rev. J. Morrison, D.D. With Homilies by Rev. A. F. Muir, 
M.A., Rev. W. F. Adeney, M.A., Rev. W. M. Statham, and 
Rev. Professor J. Thomson, M.A. Fourth Edition, ior. 6d. 

I Samuel. By the Very Rev. R. P. Smith, D.D. With Homilies 
by Rev. Donald Fraser, D.D., Rev. Prof. Chapman, and 
Rev. B. Dale. Sixth Edition. 15J. 

1 Kings. By the Rev. Joseph Hammond, LL.B. With Homilies 
by the Rev. E. de Pressense, D.D., Rev. J. Waite, B.A., 
Rev. A. Rowland, LL.B., Rev. J. A. Macdonald, and Rev. 
J. Urquhart. Fourth Edition. 15s. 

Ezra, Nehemiah, and Esther. By Rev. Canon G. Rawlinson, 
M.A. With Homilies by Rev. Prof. J. R. Thomson, M.A., Rev. 
Prof. R. A. Redford, LL.B., M.A., Rev. W. S. Lewis, M.A, 
Rev. J. A. Macdonald, Rev. A. Mackennal, B.A., Rev. W. 
Clarkson, B.A., Rev. F. Hastings, Rev. W. Dinwiddie, 
LL.B., Rev. Prof. Rowlands, B.A., Rev. G. Wood, B.A., 
Rev. Prof. P. C. Barker, M.A., LL.B., and the Rev. J. S. 
Exell, M.A. Sixth Edition. 1 vol., 12s. 6d. 

Jeremiah. By the Rev. T. K. Cheyne, M.A. With Homilies 
by the Rev. W. F. Adeney, M.A., Rev. A. F. Muir, M.A., 
Rev. S. Conway, B.A., Rev. J. Waite, B.A., and Rev. D. 
Young, B.A. Vol. I., 15s. 

Pulpit Commentary, The. (New Testament Series.) 

St. Mark. By Very Rev. E. Bickersteth, D.D., Dean of Lich- 
field. With Homilies by Rev. Prof. Thomson, M.A., Rev. Prof. 
Given, M.A, Rev. Prof. Johnson, M.A., Rev. A. Rowland, 
B.A., LL.B., Rev. A. Muir, and Rev. R. Green. 2 vols. 
Fourth Edition. 21s, 

The Acts of the Apostles. By the Bishop of Bath and Well*, 
With Homilies by Rev. Prof. P. C. Barker, M.A., LL.B., Rev. 
Prof. E. Johnson, M.A., Rev. Prof. R. A. Redford, M.A., 
Rev. R. Tuck, B.A., Rev. W. Clarkson, B,A. 2 vols., 21s. 
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1 Corinthians. By the Ven. Archdeacon Farrar, D.D. With 
Homilies by Rev. Ex-Chancellor Lipscomb, LL.D., Rev. 
David Thomas, D.D., Rev. D. Fraser, D.D., Rev. Prof. 
J. R. Thomson, M.A., Rev. J. Waite, B.A., Rev. R. Tuck, 
B.A., Rev. E. Hurndall, M.A., and Rev. H. Bremner, B.D. 
Price 15*. 

PUSEY, Dr.— Sermons for the Church's Seasons from 
Advent to Trinity. Selected from the Published Sermons 
of the late Edward Bouverie Pusey, D.D. Crown 8vo, $s. 

QUILTER, Barry.—" The Academy," 1872-1882. is. 

RADCLIFFE, Frank R. K— The New Politicus. Small crown 8vo, 
is. 6d. 

RANKE, Leopold von. — Universal History. The oldest Historical 
Group of Nations and the Greeks. Edited by G. W, Prothero. 
Demy 8vo, 16s. 

Realities of the Future Life. Small crown 8vo, is. 6d. 

REND ELL, J. M— Concise Handbook of the Island of 
Madeira. With Plan of Funchal and Map of the Island . Fcap. 
8vo, is. 6d. 

REYNOLDS, Rev. J. W.— The Supernatural in Nature. A 
Verification by Free Use of Science. Third Edition, Revised 
and Enlarged. Demy 8vo, \\s. 
The Mystery of Miracles. Third and Enlarged Edition. 

Crown 8vo, 6s. 
The Mystery of the Universe ; Our Common Faith. Demy 
8vo, 14J. 
RIBOT, Prof. Th— Heredity : A Psychological Study on its Phenomena, 
its Laws, its Causes, and its Consequences. Second Edition. 
Large crown 8vo, 9s, 
ROBERTSON, The late Rev. F. W., M.A.—Liie and Letters of. 
Edited by the Rev. Stopford Brooke, M.A. 
I. Two vols., uniform with the Sermons. With Steel Portrait. 
Crown 8vo, Js. 6d. 
II. Library Edition, in Demy 8vo, with Portrait. 12s. 
III. A Popular Edition, in I vol. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
Sermons. Four Series. Small crown 8vo, 3-r. 6d. each. 
The Human Race, and other Sermons. Preached at Chelten- 
ham, Oxford, and Brighton. New and Cheaper Edition. Small 
crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 
Notes on Genesis. New and Cheaper Edition. Small crown 8vo, 

y. 6d. 
Expository Lectures on St. Paul's Epistles to the 

Corinthians. A New Edition. Small crown 8vo, $s. 
Lectures and Addresses, with other Literary Remains, A New 
Edition, Small crown 8vo, $s. 
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ROBERTSON; The late Rev. F. W., M.A.— continued. 

An Analysis of Mr. Tennyson's "In Memoriam." 
(Dedicated by Permission to the Poet-Laureate.) Fcap. 8vo, 2s. 
The Kducation of the Human Race. Translated from the 
German of Gotthold Ephraim Lessing. Fcap. 8vo, zs. 6d. 
The above Works can also be had, bound in half morocco. 
*»* A Portrait of the late Rev. F. W. Robertson, mounted for framing, 
can be had, zs. 6d. 
ROMANES, G. J. — Mental Evolution in Animals. With a 
Posthumous Essay on Instinct by Charles Darwin, F.R.S. 
Demy 8vo, \2s. 
R0SM1NJ SERB ATI, A., Founder of the Institute of Charity. Life. 
By G. Stuart Mac Walter. 2 vols. 8vo. 

[Vol. I. now ready, I2.f. 

Rosmini's Origin of Ideas. Translated from the Fifth Italian 
Edition of the Nuovo Saggio SulP origins delle idee. 3 vols. 
Demy 8vo, cloth. [Vols. I. and II. now ready, i6.r. each. 

Rosmini's Philosophical System. Translated, with a Sketch of 
the Author's Life, Bibliography, Introduction, and Notes by 
Thomas Davidson. Demy 8vo, i6j. 

RULE, Martin, M.A. — The Life and Times of St. Anselm, 
Archbishop of Canterbury and Primate of the 
Britains. 2 vols. Demy 8vo, 32s. 

SAL VA TOR, Archduke Ludwig. — Levkosia, the Capital of Cyprus. 

Crown 4to, ior. 6d. 
SAMUEL, Sydney M.— Jewish Life in the East. Small crown 

8vo, 3s. 6d. 

SA YCE, Rev. Archibald Henry. — Introduction to the Science of 
Language. 2 vols. Second Edition. Large post 8vo, 21s. 

Scientific Layman. The New Truth and the Old Faith : are they 
Incompatible ? Demy 8vo, 10s. 6d. 

SCOONES, W. Baptisle.—lFo-aT Centuries of English Letters : 
A Selection of 350 Letters by 150 Writers, from the Period of the 
Paston Letters to the Present Time. Third Edition. Large 
crown 8vo, 6s. 

SH1LLIT0, Rev. Joseph.— "Womanhood : its Duties, Temptations, 
and Privileges. A Book for Young Women. Third Edition. 
Crown 8vo, 3-r. 6d. 

SHIPLEY, Rev. Orby, M.A.— Principles of the Faith in Rela- 
tion to Sin. Topics for Thought in Times of Retreat. 
Eleven Addresses delivered during a Retreat of Three Days to 
Persons living in the World. Demy 8vo, 12s. 

Sister Augustine, Superior of the Sisters of Charity at the St. 
Johannis Hospital at Bonn. Authorised Translation by Hans 
Tharau, from the German "Memorials of Amalie von 
Lasaulx." Cheap Edition. Large crown 8vo, /\s. 6d. 
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SKINNER, James.— A. Memoir. By the Author of "Charles Lowder." 
With a Preface by the Rev. Canon Carter, and Portrait. 
Large crown, Js. 6d. 

SMITH, Edward, M.D., LL.S., F.R.S.— Tubercular Consump- 
tion in its Early and Remediable Stages. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

SPEDDING, James.— Reviews and Discussions, Literary, 
Political, and Historical not relating to Bacon. Demy 
8vo, lis. 6d. 

Evenings with a Reviewer ; or, Bacon and Macaulay. 
With a Prefatory Notice by G. S. Venables, Q.C 2 vols. 
Demy 8vo, i8j. 

STAFFER, Paid. — Shakspeare and Classical Antiquity : 
Greek and Latin Antiquity as presented in Shakspeare's Plays. 
Translated by Emily J. Carey. Large post 8vo, \2s. 

STEVENSON, Rev. W. F— Hymns for the Church and Home. 
Selected and Edited by the Rev. W. Fleming Stevenson. 

The Hymn Book consists of Three Parts : — I. For Public 
Worship. — II. For Family and Private Worship. — III. 
For Children. 
%* Published in various forms and prices, the latter ranging from %d. 
to 6s. 

Stray Papers on Education, and Scenes from School Life. By B. H. 
Second Edition. Small crown 8vo, 3^. 6d. 

STREATFE1LD, Rev. G. S.,M.A.— Lincolnshire and the Danes. 
Large crown 8vo, Js. 6d. 

STRECKER- WISLICENUS.-OTga.riic Chemistry. Translated and 
Edited, with Extensive Additions, by W. R. Hodgkinson, 
Ph.D., and A. J. Greenaway, F.I.C. Demy 8vo, zis. 

Study of the Prologue and Epilogue in English Literature. 
From Shakespeare to Dryden. By G. S. B. Crown 8vo, 5s. 

SULLY, James, MA. — Pessimism : a History and a Criticism. 
Second Edition. Demy 8vo, 14s. 

SWEDENBORG, Eman.—T)e Cultu et Amore Dei ubi Agitur 
de Telluris ortu, Paradiso et Vivario, turn de Pri- 
mogeniti Seu Adami Nativitate Infantia, et Amore. 
Crown 8vo, 6s. 

SYME, David. — Representative Government in England. Its 
Faults and Failures. Second Edition. Large crown 8vo, 6s. 

TA YLOR, Rev. Isaac. — The Alphabet. An Account of the Origin 
and Development of Letters. With numerous Tables and 
Facsimiles. 2 vols. • Demy 8vo, J,6s, 
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TAYLOR, Sedley. — Profit Sharing between Capital and 
Labour. To which is added a Memorandum on the Industrial 
Partnership at the Whitwood Collieries, by Archibald and 
Henry Briggs, with remarks by Sedley Taylor. Crown 8vo, 
2s. 6d. 

Thirty Thousand Thoughts. Edited by the Rev. Canon Spence, 
Rev. J. S. Exell, Rev. Charles Neil, and Rev. Jacob 
Stephenson. 6 vols. Super royal 8vo. 

[Vols. I. and II. now ready, 16s. each. 

THOM, J. Hamilton— -Laws of Life after the Mind of Christ. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo, "js. 6d. 

THOMSON,^. Turniull.— Social Problems ; or, An Inquiry into 
the Laws of Influence. With Diagrams. Demy 8vo, ios. 6d. 

TIDMAN, Paul P.— Gold and Silver Money. Part I.— A Plain 
Statement. Part II. — Objections Answered. Third Edition. 
Crown 8vo, It, 

TIPPLE, Rev. S. A. — Sunday Mornings at Norwood. Prayers 
and Sermons. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

TODHUNTER, Dr. ?.— A Study of Shelley. Crown 8vo, 7s. 

TREMENHEERE, Hugh Seymour, C.B.— R. Manual of the 
Principles of Government, as set forth by the Authorities 
of Ancient and Modern Times. New and Enlarged Edition. 
Crown 8vo, 3-r. 6d. 

TUKE, Daniel Hack, M.D., F.R. C.P.— Chapters in the History 
of the Insane in the British Isles. With 4 Illustrations. 
Large crown 8vo, 12s. 

TWINING, Louisa. — "Workhouse Visiting and Management 
during Twenty-Five Years. Small crown 8vo, 2s. 

TYLER, J.— The Mystery of Being: or, What Do We 
Know ? Small crown 8vo, y. 6d. 

UPTON, Major R. D.— Gleanings from the Desert of Arabia. 
Large post 8vo, ioj. 6d. 

VACUUS VIATOR.— Flying South. Recollections of France and 
its Littoral. Small crown 8vo, 3^. 6d. 

VAUGHAN, H. Halj "ord. —New Readings and Renderings of 
Shakespeare's Tragedies. 2 vols. Demy 8vo, 25*. 

VILLARI, Professor.— Niccol6 Machiavelli and his Times. 
Translated by Linda Villari. 4 vols. Large post 8vo, 48J. 

VILLIERS, The Right Hon. C. P.— Free Trade Speeches of. 
With Political Memoir. Edited by a Member of the Cobden 
Club. 2 vols. With Portrait. Demy 8vo, 25*. 
V People's Edition. 1 vol. Crown 8vo, limp cloth, 2s. 6d. 

VOGT, Lieut.-Col. Hermann. — The Egyptian War of 1882. 

A translation. With Map and Plans. Large crown 8vo, 6s. 
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VOLCKXSOM, E. W. v.— Catechism of Elementary Modern 
Chemistry, Small crown 8vo, 3^. 

VYNER, Lady Mary.— Every Day a Portion. Adapted from the 
Bible and the Prayer Book, for the Private Devotion of those 
living in Widowhood. Collected and Edited by Lady Mary 
Vyner, Square crown 8vo, $s. 

WALDSTEIN, Charles, Ph.D.— The Balance of Emotion and 
Intellect ; an Introductory Essay to the Study of Philosophy, 
Crown 8vo, 6s. 

WALLER, Rev. C. B.— The Apocalypse, reviewed under the Light 
of the Doctrine of the Unfolding Ages, and the Restitution of All 
Things. Demy 8vo, I2j, 

WALPOLE, Chas. George. — History of Ireland from the Earliest 
Times to the Union -with Great Britain. With 5 Maps 
and Appendices. Crown 8vo, \os. 6d. 

WALSHE, Walter Hayle, M.D.— Dramatic Singing Physiolo- 
gically Estimated. Crown 8vo, y. 6d. 

WARD, William George, Ph.D. — Essays on the Philosophy of 
Theism. Edited, with an Introduction, by Wilfrid Ward. 
2 vols. Demy 8vo, 21s. 

WEDDERBURN, Sir David, Bart., M.P.—XAle. of. Compiled from his 
Journals and Writings by his sister, Mrs. E. H. Percival. With 
etched Portrait, and facsimiles of Pencil Sketches. Demy 8vo, 14J. 

WEDMORE, Frederick. — The Masters of Genre Painting. With 
Sixteen Illustrations. Post 8vo, 7^. 6d. 

WHEWELL, William, D.D.—Ris Life and Selections from his 
Correspondence. By Mrs. Stair Douglas. With a Portrait 
from a Painting by Samuel Laurence. Demy 8vo, 21s. 

WHITNEY, Prof. William Dwight. — Essentials of English 
Grammar, for the Use of Schools. Second Edition. Crown 
8vo, 3-f. 6d. 

WILLIAMS, Rowland, D.D. — Psalms, Litanies, Counsels, and 
Collects for Devout Persons. Edited by his Widow. New 
and Popular Edition. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

Stray Thoughts Collected from the. "Writings of the 
late Rowland Williams, D.D. Edited by his Widow. 
Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

WILSON, Sir Erasmus. — The Recent Archaic Discovery of 
Egyptian Mummies at Thebes. A Lecture. Crown 8vo, 
is. 6d. 

WILSON, Lieut. -Col. C. T. — The Duke of Berwick, Marshal 
of France, 1702-1734. Demy 8vo, 15*. 

WILSON, Mrs. R. F— The Christian Brothers. Their Origin and 
Work. With a Sketch of the Life of their Founder, the Ven. 
Jean Baptiste, de la Salle. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
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WOLTMANN, Dr. Alfred, and WOERMANN, Dr. Karl.— History 
of Painting. Edited by Sidney ColvIn. Vol. I. Painting 
in Antiquity and the Middle Ages. With numerous Illustrations. 
Medium 8vo, 28j. ; bevelled boards, gilt leaves, 30*. 

Word 'was Made Flesh. Short Family Readings on the Epistles for 
each Sunday of the Christian Year. Demy 8vo, ioj. 6d. 

WREN, Sir Christopher.— -His Family and His Times. With 
Original Letters, and a Discourse on Architecture hitherto un- 
published. By Lucy Phillimore. Demy 8vo, ioj. 6d. 

YOUMANS, Eliza A.— First Book of Botany. Designed to 
Cultivate the Observing Powers of Children. With 300 
Engravings. New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, 2s. 6d. 

YOUMANS, Edward L., M.D.—A Class Book of Chemistry, on 
the Basis of the New System. With 200 Illustrations, Crown 
8vo, 5*. 



THE INTERNATIONAL SCIENTIFIC SERIES. 

I. Forms of Water : a Familiar Exposition of the Origin and 

Phenomena of Glaciers. By J. Tyndall, LL.D., F.R.S. With 
25 Illustrations. Eighth Edition. Crown 8vo, $s. 

II. Physics and Politics ; or, Thoughts on the Application of the 

Principles of "Natural Selection " and " Inheritance " to Political 
Society. By Walter Bagehot. Sixth Edition. Crown 8vo, 4s. 

III. Foods. By Edward Smith, M.D., LL.B., F.R.S. With numerous 

Illustrations. Eighth Edition. Crown 8vo, $s. 

IV. Mind and Body : the Theories of their Relation. By Alexander 

Bain, LL.D. With Four Illustrations. Seventh Edition. Crown 
8vo, 4s. 

V. The Study of Sociology. By Herbert Spencer. Eleventh 

Edition. Crown 8vo, $s. 

VI. On the Conservation of Energy. By Balfour Stewart, M.A., 

LL.D., F.R.S. With 14 Illustrations. Sixth Edition. Crown 
8vo, S s - 

VII. Animal Locomotion ; or Walking, Swimming, and Flying. By 

J. B. Pettigrew, M.D., F.R.S., etc. With 130 Illustrations. 
Third Edition. Crown 8vo, $s. 

VIII. Responsibility in Mental Disease. By Henry Maudsley, 

M.D. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo, Sy. 

IX. The New Chemistry. By Professor J. P. Cooke. With 31 

Illustrations. Seventh Edition. Crown 8vo, 5.J. 
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X. The Science of Law. By Professor Sheldon Amos. Fifth Edition. 

Crown 8vo, 5-r. 

XI. Animal Mechanism : a Treatise on Terrestrial and Aerial Loco- 

motion. By Professor E. J. Marey. With 117 .Illustrations. 
Third Edition. Crown 8vo, $s, 

XII. The Doctrine of Descent and Darwinism. By Professor 

Oscar Schmidt. With 26 Illustrations. Fifth Edition. Crown 
8vo, 5-r. 

XIII. The History of the Conflict between Religion and 

Science. By J. W. Draper, M.D., LL.D. Eighteenth Edition. 
Crown 8vo, 5*. 

XIV. Fungi : their Nature, Influences, Uses, etc. By M. C. Cooke, 

M.D., LL.D. Edited by the Rev. M. J. Berkeley, M.A., F.L.S. 
With numerous Illustrations. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, $s. 

XV. The Chemical Effects of Light and Photography. By 

Dr. Hermann Vogel. Translation thoroughly Revised. With 
100 Illustrations. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo, $s. 

XVI. The Life and Growth of Language. By Professor William 

Dwight Whitney. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo, 5.?. 

XVII. Money and the Mechanism of Exchange. By W. 

Stanley Jevons, M.A., F.R.S. Sixth Edition. Crown 8vo, 5.?. 

XVIII. The Nature of Light. With a General Account of Physical 
Optics. By Dr. Eugene Lommel. With 188 Illustrations and a 
Table of Spectra in Chromo-lithography. Third Edition. Crown 
8vo, 5s. 

XIX. Animal Parasites and Messmates. By Monsieur Van 

Beneden. With 83 Illustrations. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, $s. 

XX. Fermentation. By Professor Schiitzenberger. With 28 Illus. 

trations. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo, 5*. 

XXI. The Five Senses of Man. By Professor Bernstein. With 

91 Illustrations, Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo, $s, 

XXII. The Theory of Sound in its Relation to Music. By Pro- 

fessor Pietro Blaserna. With numerous Illustrations. Third 
Edition. Crown 8vo, 5-r. 

XXIII. Studies in Spectrum Analysis. By J. Norman Lockyer, 
F.R.S. With six photographic Illustrations of Spectra, and 
numerous engravings on Wood. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, 
6s. 6d. 

XXIV. A History of the Growth of the Steam Engine. By 

Professor R. H. Thurston. With numerous Illustrations. Third 
Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s. 6d. 

XXV. Education as a Science. By Alexander Bain, LL.D. Fourth 

Edition. Crown 8vo, $s. 
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XXVI. The Human Species. By Professor A. de Quatrefages. Third 

Edition. Crown 8vo, 5.?. 

XXVII. Modern Chromatics. With Applications to Art and In- 
dustry. By Ogden N. Rood. With 130 original Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 5^. 

XXVIII. The Crayfish : an Introduction to the Study of Zoology. By 
Professor T. H. Huxley. With 82 Illustrations. Third Edition. 
Crown 8vo, 5*. 

XXIX. The Brain as an Organ of Mind. By H. Charlton Bastian, 
M.D. With numerous Illustrations. Third Edition. Crown 
8vo, $s. 

XXX. The Atomic Theory. By Prof. Wurtz. Translated by G. 

Cleminshaw, F.C.S. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, 5-r. 

XXXI. The Natural Conditions of Kxistence as they affect 
Animal Life. By Karl Semper. With 2 Maps and 106 
Woodcuts. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, $s. 

XXXII. General Physiology of Muscles and Nerves. By Prof. 
J. Rosenthal. Third Edition. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
S*- 

XXXIII. Sight : an Exposition of the Principles of Monocular and 
Binocular Vision. By Joseph le Conte, LL.D. Second Edition. 
With 132 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, $s. 

XXXIV. Illusions : a Psychological Study. By James Sully. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo, 5^. 

XXXV. Volcanoes : what they are and what they teach. 
By Professor J. W. Judd, F.R.S. With 92 Illustrations on 
Wood. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 5-r. 

XXXVI. Suicide : an Essay in Comparative Moral Statistics. By Prof. 
E. Morselli. Second Edition. With Diagrams. Crown 8vo, $s. 

XXXVII. The Brain and its Functions. By J. Luys. With 
Illustrations. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 5^. 

XXXVIII. Myth and Science : an Essay. By Tito Vignoli. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo, 5-r. 

XXXIX. The Sun. By Professor Young. With Illustrations. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo, $s. 

XL. Ants, Bees, and Wasps : a Record of Observations on the 
Habits of the Social Hymenoptera. By Sir John Lubbock, Bart., 
M.P. With 5 Chromo-lithographic Illustrations. Sixth Edition. 
Crown 8vo, 5-r. 

XLI. Animal Intelligence. By G. J. Romanes, LL.D., F.R.S. 
Third Edition. Crown 8vo, 5^, 
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XLII. The Concepts and Theories of Modern Physics. By 
J. B. Stallo. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 5^. 

XLIII. Diseases of the Memory ; An Essay in the Positive Psycho- 
logy. By Prof. Th. Ribot. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 5s. 

XLIV. Man before Metals. By N. Joly, with 148 Illustrations. 
Third Edition. Crown 8vo, 5s. 

XLV. The Science of Politics. By Prof. Sheldon Amos. Second 
Edition, Crown 8vo, $s. 

XLVI. Elementary Meteorology. By Robert H. Scott, Second 
Edition. With Numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 5^. 

XLVII. The Organs of Speech and their Application in the 
Formation of Articulate Sounds. By Georg Hermann 
Von Meyer. With 47 Woodcuts. Crown 8vo, 5.?. 

XLVIII. Fallacies, A View of Logic from the Practical Side. By 
Alfred Sidgwick. Crown 8vo, $s. 



MILITARY WORKS. 

BARRINGTON, Cap. J. T — England on the Defensive ; or, the 
Problem of Invasion Critically Examined. Large crown 8vo, 
with Map, Js. 6d. 

BRACKENBURY, Col. C. B., R.A. — Military Handbooks for 
Regimental Officers. 

I. Military Sketching and Reconnaissance. By Col. 

F. J. Hutchison and Majqr H. G. MacGregor. Fourth 
Edition. With 15 Plates. Small crown 8vo, 4s. 

II. The Elements of Modern Tactics Practically 

applied to English Formations. By Lieut. -Col. 
Wilkinson Shaw. Fourth Edition. With 25 Plates and 
Maps. Small crown 8vo, 9s. 

III. Field Artillery. Its Equipment, Organization and Tactics. 

By Major Sisson C. Pratt, R.A, With 12 Plates. Second 
Edition. Small crown 8vo, 6s. 

IV. The Elements of Military Administration. First 

Part : Permanent System of Administration. By Major 
J. W. Buxton. Small crown 8vo. Js. 6d. 

V. Military Law : Its Procedure and Practice. By Major 

Sisson C. Pratt, R.A, Second Edition. Small crown 8vo, 
4?. 6d. 

BROOKS, Major, C. JC.—A System Of Field Training, Small 
crown 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 
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CLERY, C, Lieut. -Col.— Minor Tactics. With 26 Maps and Plans. 
Sixth and Cheaper Edition, Revised. Crown 8vo, gs. 

COLVILE, Lieut. -Col. C. F.— Military Tribunals. Sewed, 2s. 6d. 

CRAUFURD, Lieut. H. J. —Suggestions for the Military Train- 
ing of a Company of Infantry. Crown 8vo, is, 6d. 

HARRISON, Lieut. -Col. R.— The Officer's Memorandum Book 
for Peace and "War. Third Edition. Oblong 32010, roan, 
with pencil, y. 6d. 

Notes on Cavalry Tactics, Organisation, etc. By a Cavalry 
Officer. With Diagrams. Demy 8vo, 12s, 

PARR, Capt. H. Hallam, C.M.G. — The Dress, Horses, and 
Equipment of Infantry and Staff Officers. Crown 
8vo, is. 

SCHA W, Col. H. — The Defence and Attack of Positions and 
Localities. Second Edition, Revised and Corrected. Crown 
8vo, y. 6d. 

SHADWELL, Maj.-Gen., C.B.— Mountain "Warfare. Illustrated 
by the Campaign of 1799 in Switzerland. Being a Translation of 
the Swiss Narrative compiled from the Works of the Archduke 
Charles, Jomini, and others. Also of Notes by General H. 
Dufour on the Campaign of the Valtelline in 1635. With Appen- 
dix, Maps, and Introductory Remarks. Demy 8vo, ids. 

WILKINSON, H. Spenser, Capt. 2.0th Lancashire R.V. — Citizen 
Soldiers. Essays towards the Improvement of the Volunteer 
Force. Crown 8vo, 2s. 6d. 



POETRY. 

ADAM OF ST. VICTOR.— The Liturgical Poetry of Adam of 
St. Victor. From the text of Gautier. With Translations into 
English in the Original Metres, and Short Explanatory Notes, 
by Digby S. Wrangham, M.A. 3 vols. Crown 8vo, printed 
on hand-made paper, boards, 2\s. 

AUCHMUTY,A. C— Poems of English Heroism : FromBrunan- 
burh to Lucknow ; from Athelstan to Albert. Small crown 8vo, 
is. 6d. 

A VIA.— The Odyssey of Homer. Done into English Verse by. 
Fcap. 4to, 15s. 

BANKS, Mrs. G. L.— Ripples and Breakers : Poems. Square 
8vo, 5s. 

BARING, T. C, M.A., AI.P. — The Scheme of Epicurus. A 
Rendering into English Verse of the Unfinished Poem of Lucretius 
entitled " De Rerum Natura " ("The Nature of Things")' 
Fcap. 4to. B '" 
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BARNES, ra/i«.-Poems of Rural Life, in the Dorset 
Dialect. New Edition, complete in one vol. Crown 8vo, 
Ss. bd. 

BAYNES, Rev. Canon H. R.— Home Songs for Quiet Hours. 
Fourth and Cheaper Edition. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 2s. bd. 
%• This may also be had handsomely bound in morocco with 
gilt edges. 

BENDALL, Gerard. — Musa Silvestris. i6mo, is. 6d. 

BEVINGTON, L. S.— Key Notes. Small crown 8vo, 5*. 

BILLSON, C. J. — The Acharnians of Aristophanes. Crown 
8vo, 3.r. 6d. 

BLUNT, Wilfrid Scawen. — The "Wind and the "Whirlwind. 
Demy 8vo, is. 6d. 

BO WEN, H. C, M. A.— Simple Knglish Poems. English Literature 
for Junior Classes. In Four Parts. Parts I., II., and III., dd. 
each, and Part IV., is. Complete, p. 

BRASHER, Alfred.— Sophia; or, the Viceroy of Valencia. A Comedy 
in Five Acts, founded on a Story in Scarron. Small crown 8vo, 
zs. (>d. 

BRYANT, W. C— Poems. Cheap Edition, with Frontispiece. Small 
crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

BYRNNE, E. Eairfax. — Milicent : a Poem. Small crown 8vo, 6s. 

CAILLARD, Emma Marie. — Charlotte Corday, and other Poems. 
Small crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

Calderon's Dramas: the Wonder-Working Magician — Life is a 
Dream — the Purgatory of St. Patrick. Translated by Denis 
Florence MacCarthy. Post 8vo, 10s. 

Camoens Lusiads. — Portuguese Text, with Translation by J. J. 
Aubertin. Second Edition. 2 vols. Crown 8vo, 12s. 

CAMPBELL, Lewis.— Sophocles. The Seven Plays in English Verse. 
Crown 8vo, "js. 6d. 

Castilian Brothers (The), Chateaubriant, Waldemar : Three 
Tragedies ; and The Rose of Sicily : a Drama. By the 
Author of " Ginevra," etc. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Chronicles of Christopher Columbus. A Poem in 12 Cantos. 
By M. D. C. Crown 8vo, js. 6d. 

CLARKE, Mary Cowden.— Honey from the Weed. Verses. 
Crown 8vo, Js. 

Cosmo de Medici ; The False One ; Agramont and Beau- 
mont : Three Tragedies ; and The Deformed : a Dramatic 
Sketch. By the Author of " Ginevra," etc., etc. Crown 8vo, 5*. 
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COXHEAD, Ethel.— Birds and Babies. Imp. i6mo. With 33 
Illustrations. Gilt, 2s. 6d. 

David Rizzio, Bothwell, and the "Witch Lady : Three 
Tragedies. By the author of " Ginevra," etc. Crown 8vo, 6j. 

DAVIE, G. S., M.D. — The Garden of Fragrance. Being a com- 
plete translation of the Bostan of Sadi from the original Persian 
into English Verse. Crown 8vo, Js. 6d. 

DA VIES, T. Hart.— Catullus. Translated into English Verse. Crown 
8vo, 6s. 

DENNIS, J.— English Sonnets. Collected and Arranged by. Small 
crown 8vo, 2s. 6d. 

DE VERB, Aubrey.— Poetical Works. 

I. The Search after Proserpine, etc. 6s. 
II. The Legends of St. Patrick, etc. 6s. 
III. Alexander the Great, etc. 6s. 

The Foray of Queen Meave, and other Legends of Ireland's 
Heroic Age. Small crown 8vo, $s. 

Legends of the Saxon Saints. Small crown 8vo, 6s, 
DILLON, Arthur. — River Songs and other Poems. With 13 
autotype Illustrations from designs by Margery May. Fcap. 4to, 
cloth extra, gilt leaves, ioj. 6d. 

DOBELL, Mrs. Horace. — Ethelstone, Eveline, and other Poems. 

Crown 8vo, 6s. 
DOBSON, Austin.— Old World Idylls and other Poems. Third 

Edition. i8mo, cloth extra, gilt tops, 6s. 

DOMET, Alfred.— Ranolf and Amohia. A Dream of Two Lives. 
New Edition, Revised. 2 vols. Crown 8vo, \2s. 

Dorothy : a Country Story in Elegiac Verse. With Preface. Demy 
8vo, $s. 

DOWDEN, Edward, LL.D.— Shakspere's Sonnets. With Intro- 
duction and Notes. Large post 8vo, •js. 6d. 

DUTT, Toru.—A Sheaf Gleaned in French Fields. New Edition. 
Demy 8vo, 10s. 6d. 

EDMONDS, E. W— Hesperas. Rhythm and Rhyme. Crown 8vo, +r. 

ELDRYTH, Maud.— Margaret, and other Poems. Small crown 8vo 
3s. 6d. ' 

All Soul's Eve, " No God," and other Poems. Fcap. 8vo, 3*. 6d. 
ELLIOTT, Ebenezer, The Corn Law Rhymer.— Poems. Edited by his 
son, the Rev. Edwin Elliott, of St. John's, Antigua. 2 vols 
Crown 8vo, l8f. 

English Odes. Selected, with a Critical Introduction by Edmund W 
Gosse, and a miniature frontispiece by Hamo Thornycrofti 
A. It. A. Elzevir 8vo, limp parchment antique, or cloth, 6s. ; 
vellum-, p. 6d, ' ' 
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English Verse. Edited by W. J. Linton and R. H. Stoddard. 
5 vols. . Crown 8vo, cloth, 5*. each. 
I. Chaucer to Burns. 
II. Translations. 

III. Lyrics of the Nineteenth Century. 

IV. Dramatic Scenes and Characters. 
V. Ballads and Romances. 

EVANS, Anne. — Poems and Music. With Memorial Preface by 
Ann Thackeray Ritchie. Large crown 8vo, Js. 

GOSSE, Edmund W.— New Poems. Crown 8vo, 7.?. 6d. 

GRAHAM, William. Two Fancies, and other Poems. Crown 8vo, 5^. 

GRINDROD, Charles. Plays from Knglish History. Crown 
8vo, Js. 6d. 
The Stranger's Story, and his Poem, The Lament of Love : An 
Episode of the Malvern Hills. Small crown 8vo, 2s. 6d. 

GURNEY, Rev. Alfred.— The Vision of the Eucharist, and other 
Poems. Crown 8vo, $s. 

HELLON, H. G. — Daphnis : a Pastoral Poem. Small crown 8vo, 
3*. 6d. 

HENRY, Daniel, Junr. — Under a Fool's Cap. Songs. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, bevelled boards, $s. 
Herman Waldgrave : a Life's Drama. By the Author of " Ginevra," 

etc. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

HICKEY, E. H. — A Sculptor, and other Poems. Small crown 
8vo, 5s. 

HONEYWOOD, Patty.— Poems. Dedicated (by permission) to Lord 
Wolseley, G.C.B., etc. Small crown 8vo, 2s. bd. 

INGHAM, Sarson, C. J. — Caedmon's Vision, and other Poems. 
Small crown 8vo, S J - 

JENKINS, Rev. Canon. — Alfonso Petrucci, Cardinal and Con- 
spirator: an Historical Tragedy in Five Acts. Small crown 8vo, 
3*. 6d. 

JOHNSON, Ernie S. W. — Ilaria, and other Poems. Small crown 8vo, 
3J-. 6d. 

KEATS, John.— Poetical Works. Edited by W. T. Arnold. Large 
crown 8vo, choicely printed on hand-made paper, with Portrait 
in eau-forte. Parchment, \2.s. ; vellum, 15s. 

KING, Edward. — Echoes from the Orient. With Miscellaneous 
Poems. Small crown 8vo, 3^. 6d. 

KING, Mrs. Hamilton.— The Disciples. Sixth Edition, with Portrait 
and Notes. Crown 8vo, 5s. 

A Book of Dreams. Crown 8vo, y. 6d. 

KNOX, The Hon. Mrs. O. A 7 !— Four Pictures from a Life, and 
other Poems. Small crown 8vo, 3.?. 6d. 
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LANG, A.— XXXII Ballades in Blue China. Elzevir 8vo, 

parchment, 5^. 
LAWSON, Right Hon. Mi: /«&.-Hymni Usltati Latine 

Redditi : with other Verses. Small 8vo, parchment, 5*. 
Lessings Nathan the 'Wise. Translated by Eustace K. Corbett. 

Crown Svo, 6s. 
Life Thoughts. Small crown 8vo, is. 6d. 
Living English Poets MDCCCLXXXII. With Frontispiece by 

Walter Crane. Second Edition. Large crown 8vo. Printed on 

hand-made paper. Parchment, 12s. ; vellum, i$s. 
LOCKER, F. — London Lyrics. A New and Cheaper Edition. 

Small crown 8vo, 2s. 6d. 

Love in Idleness. A Volume of Poems. With an etching by W. B. 
Scott. Small crown 8vo, $s. 

Love Sonnets of Proteus. With Frontispiece by the Author. Elzevir 
8vo, s^. 

LUMSDEN, Lieut.-Col. II. IK— Beowulf : an Old English Poem. 
Translated into Modern Rhymes. Second and Revised Edition. 
Small crown 8vo, $s. 

Lyre and Star. Poems by the Author of " Ginevra," etc. Crown 
8vo, $s. 

MAGNUSSON, Eirikr, M.A., and PALMER, E. H., M.A.— Johan 
Ludvig Runeberg's. Lyrical Songs, Idylls, and Epi- 
grams. Fcap. 8vo, $s. 

M.D.C. — Chronicles of Christopher Columbus. A Poem in 
Twelve Cantos. Crown 8vo, 7^. 6d. 

MEREDITH, Owen [The Earl of Iytton\.—J-teci\e. New Edition. 
With 32 Illustrations. l6mo, 3s. 6d. Cloth extra, gilt edges, 
4s. td. 

MORRIS, Lewis. — Poetical "Works of. New and Cheaper Editions, 
with Portrait. Complete in 3 vols., $s. each. 
Vol. I. contains " Songs of Two Worlds." Ninth Edition. Vol. II . 
contains "The Epic of Hades." Seventeenth Edition. Vol. III. 
contains " Gwen *' and " The Ode of Life." Fifth Edition. 

The Epic of Hades. With 16 Autotype Illustrations, after the 
Drawings of the late George R. Chapman. 410, cloth extra, gilt 
leaves, 211. 

The Epic of Hades. Presentation Edition. 410, cloth extra, ■ 
gilt leaves, ioj. 6d. 

Songs Unsung. Fourth Edition. Fcap. 8vo, 6s. 

MORSHEAD, E. D. A.— The House of Atreus. Being the 
Agamemnon, Libation-Bearers, and Furies of ^Eschylus. Trans- 
lated into English Verse. Crown 8vo, Js. 

The Suppliant Maidens of vEschylus. Crown 8vo, 3*. 6d. 
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NADEN, Constance W. — Songs and Sonnets of Spring Time. 
Small crown 8vo, $s. 

NEWELL, E. J.— The Sorrows of Simona and Lyrical 
Verses. ■ Small crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

NOEL, The Hon. Roden. — A Little Child's Monument. Third 
Edition. Small crown 8vo, 3.?. 6d. 

The Red Flag, and other Poems. New Edition. Small crown 
8vo, 6s. 

ff II AG AN, Jolm.—'T\x<$ Song of Roland. Translated into English 
Verse. New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, 5-r. 

PFEIFFER, Emily.— The Rhyme of the Lady of the Lock, 
and How it Grew. Small crown 8vo, $s. 6d. 

Gerard's Monument, and other Poems. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Under the Aspens : Lyrical and Dramatic. With Portrait. 
Crown 8vo, 6s. 

PIATT, J. J.— Idyls and Lyrics of the Ohio Valley. Crown 
8vo, $s. 

POE, Edgar Allan. — Poems. With an Essay on his Poetry by Andrew 
Lang, and a Frontispiece by Linley Sambourne. Parchment 
Library Edition. — Parchment or cloth, 6s. ; vellum, Js. 6d. 

KAFFALOVICH, Mark Andre. — Cyril and Lionel, and other 
Poems. A volume of Sentimental Studies. Small crown 8vo, 
3*. 6d. 

Rare Poems of the 16th and 17th Centuries. Edited W. J. 
Linton. Crown 8vo, $s. 

RHOADES, 7ames. — The Georgics of Virgil. Translated into 
English Verse. Small crown 8vo, 5-r. 

ROBINSON, A. Mary F.—A Handful of Honeysuckle. Fcap. 
8vo, $s. 6d. 
The Crowned Hippolytus. Translated from Euripides. With 
New Poems. Small crown 8vo, 5.?. 

Schiller's Mary Stuart. German Text, with English Translation on 
opposite page by Leedham White. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

SCOTT, George F. E. — Theodora and other Poems. Small 
crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

SEAL, W. H.— lone, and other Poems. Crown 8vo, gilt tops, 5s. 

SELKIRK, J. B.— Poems. Crown 8vo, <]s. 6d. 

Shakspere's Sonnets. Edited by Edward Dowden. With a Fron- 
tispiece etched by Leopold Lowenstam, after the Death Mask. 
Parchment Library Edition. — Parchment or cloth, 6s. ; vellum, 
Js. 6d. 
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Shakspere's "Works, Complete in 12 Volumes. Parchment Library 
Edition.— Parchment or cloth, 6s. each; vellum, "]s. 6d. each. 

SHAW, W. F., M.A.—XvL-venal, Persius, Martial, and Catullus. 
An Experiment in Translation. Crown 8vo, 5*. 

SHELLEY, Percy Bysshe.—~Poerns Selected from. Dedicated to 
Lady Shelley. With Preface by Richard Garnett. Parchment 
Library Edition. — Parchment or cloth, 6s. ; vellum, Js. 6d. 

Six Ballads about King Arthur. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt 

edges, 3s. 6d. 
SKINNER, H. J.— The Lily of the Lyn, and other Poems. Small 

crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

SLADEN, Douglas B. — Frithjof and Ingebjorg, and other 
Poems. Small crown 8vo, $s. 

SMITH, J. W. Gil&ar/.—The Loves of Vandyck. A Tale of Genoa. 
Small crown 8vo, 2s. 6d. 

Sophocles : The Seven Plays in English Verse. Translated by Lewis 
Campbell. Crown 8vo, js. 6d. 

SPICER, Henry. — Haska ". a Drama in Three Acts (as represented 
at the Theatre Royal, Drury Lane, March 10th, 1877). Third 
Edition. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

TAYLOR, Sir H.— "Works. Complete in Five Volumes. Crown 
8vo, 30J. 

Philip Van Artevelde. Fcap. 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

The Virgin Widow, etc. Fcap. 8vo, 3^. 6d. 

The Statesman. Fcap. 8vo, 3*. 6d. 

TAYLOR, Augustus.— Poems. Fcap. 8vo, 5-r. 

Tennyson Birthday Book, The. Edited by Emily Shakespear. 
32mo, limp, zs. ; cloth extra, 3s. 
%* A superior Edition, printed in red and black, on antique paper, 
specially prepared. Small crown 8vo, extra, gilt leaves, 5$. ; 
and in various calf and morocco bindings. 

THORNTON, L. M.— The Son of Shelomith. Small crown 8vo, 
3s. 6d. 

TODHUNTER, Dr. J— Laurella, and other Poems. Crown 8vo, 
6s. 6d. 

Forest Songs. Small crown 8vo, 3*. 6d. 
The True Tragedy of Rienzi : a Drama. 3s. 6d. 
Alcestis : a Dramatic Poem. Extra fcap. 8vo, 5*. 
WALTERS, Sophia Lydia. — A Dreamer's Sketch Book. With 21 
Illustrations by Percival Skelton, R. P. Leitch, W. H. J. Boot, and 
T. R. Pritchett. Engraved by J. D. Cooper. Fcap. 410, 12/. 6d. 
WA TTS, Alaric Alfred and Anna Mary Howitt. — Aurora. A Medley 
of Verse. Fcap. 8vo, bevelled boards, $s. 
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WEBSTER, Augusta. — In a Day : a Drama. Small crown 8vo, zs. 6d. 

Disguises : a Drama. Small crown 8vo, 5*. 

Wet Days. By a Farmer. Small crown 8vo, 6s. 

WILLIAMS, y.—A Story of Three Years, and other Poems. Small 
crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

Wordsworth Birthday Book, The. Edited by Adelaide and 
Violet Wordsworth. 32mo, limp cloth, is. 6d. ; cloth extra, 2s. 

YOUNGS, Ella Sharpe. — Paphus, and other Poems. Small crown 8vo, 
3s. 6d. 



WORKS OF FICTION IN ONE VOLUME. 

BANKS, Mrs. G. L.— God's Providence House. New Edition. 
Crown 8vo, 3*. 6d. 

INGELOW, yean.— OS the Skelligs : a Novel. With Frontispiece. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

MACDONALD, G— Castle Warlock. A Novel. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Malcolm. With Portrait of the Author engraved on Steel. Sixth 
Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

The Marquis of Lossie. Fifth Edition. With Frontispiece. 
Crown 8vo, 6s. 

St. George and St. Michael. Fourth Edition. With Frontis- 
piece. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

PALGRA VE, W. Gifford.— Hermann Agha : an Eastern Narrative. 
Third Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

SHA W, Flora L.— Castle Blair ; a Story of Youthful Days. New and 
Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

STRETTON, Hesba.— Through a Needle's Eye : a Story. New 
and Cheaper Edition, with Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, bs. 

TAYLOR, Col. Meadmvs, C.S.I., M.R.I.A.—Seeta.: a Novel. New 
and Cheaper Edition. With Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Tippoo Sultaun : a Tale of the Mysore War. New Edition, with 
Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Ralph Darnell. New and Cheaper Edition. With Frontispiece. 
Crown 8vo, 6s. 

A Noble Queen. New and Cheaper Edition. With Frontis- 
piece. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

The Confessions of a Thug. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Tara : a Mahratta Tale. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Within Sound of the Sea. New and Cheaper Edition, with Frontis- 
piece. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
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BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG. 

Brave Men's Footsteps. A Book of Example and Anecdote for 
Young People. By the Editor of "Men who have Risen." With 
4 Illustrations by C. Doyle. Eighth Edition. Crown Svo, 3s. 6d. 

COXHEAD, Ethel.— Birds and Babies. Imp. i6mo. With 33 

Illustrations. Cloth gilt, 2s. bd. 
DAVIES, G. Christopher. — Rambles and Adventures of our 

School Field Club. With 4 Illustrations. New and Cheaper 

Edition. Crown Svo, 3s. 6d. 
EDMONDS, Herbert.— -Well Spent Lives : a Series of Modem Bio- 
graphies. New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, y. 6d. 
EVANS, Mark.— The Story of our Father's Love, told to Children. 

Sixth and Cheaper Edition of Theology for Children. With 4 

Illustrations. Fcap. 8vo, is. 6d. 
JOHNSON, Virginia W— The Catskill Fairies. Illustrated by 

Alfred Fredericks. 5s. 
MAC KENNA, S. ?.— Plucky Fellows. A Book for Boys. Willi 

6 Illustrations. Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo, 3*. 6d. 
REANEY, Mrs. G. S.— Waking and Working ; or, From Girlhood 

to Womanhood. New and Cheaper Edition. With a Frontis- 
piece. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 
Blessing and Blessed : a Sketch of Girl Life. New and 

Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 
Rose Gurney's Discovery. A Book for Girls. Dedicated to 

their Mothers. Crown 8vo, 3.?. 6d. 
English Girls : Their Place and Power. With Preface by the 

Rev. R. W. Dale. Fourth Edition. Fcap. 8vo, zs. 6d. 
Just Anyone, and other Stories. Three Illustrations. Royal 

161110, u. 6d. 

Sunbeam 'Willie, and other Stories. Three Illustrations. Royal 

161110, is. 6d. 
Sunshine Jenny, and other Stories. Three Illustrations. Royal 
1611:0, IS; 6d. 

STOCKTON, Frank R.—A Jolly Fellowship. With 20 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, $s. 

STORR, Francis, and TURNER, Hawes.— Canterbury Chimes; 
or, Chaucer Tales re-told to Children. With 6 Illustrations from 
the Ellesmere MS. Third Edition. Fcap. 8vo, y. 6d. 

STRETTON, Hesba.— David Lloyd's Last Will. With 4 Illustra- 
tions. New Edition. Royal 161110, 2s. (id. 

Tales from Ariosto Re-told for Children. By a Lady. With 3 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 4-r. (id. 

WHITAKER, Florence.— Christy's Inheritance. A London Story. 
Illustrated. Royal l6mo, It. (id. 

PRINTED BY WILLIAM CLOWES AND SONS, LIMITED, LONDON AND BECCLES. 



